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C I 3 

P O E M S 

By Dr. swift. 



O D E, 

TO THE HONOURABLE 

SIR WILLIAM TEMPLE. 
Written at Moor-park, June, 1689. 

I. 
"TTIRTUE, the greateft of all monarchies ! 
^ Till, its firft emperor rebellious man 

Depos'd from off his feat, 
It fell, and broke with its own weight 
Into fmall flatcs and principalities. 

By many a petty lord poflefs'd, 
But ne'er (ince feated in one (ingle breafl ! 
*Ti» you who muft this land fubdue. 
The mighty conqued 's left for you. 
The conqued and difcovery too ; 
Search out this Utopian ground. 
Virtue's Terra Incognita, 
Where none ever led the way. 
Nor ever fmce but in defcriptions found. 

Like the philofopher's flone, 
With rules to fearch it, yet obtained by none. 

Vol. L B XL Wti 
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II. 

, We have, too long been led aftray ; 
Too fotog have our mifguided fouls been taught 
With rules from mufty morals brought, 
'Tis you muft put us in the way ; 
Let us (for fhame I) no more be fed 
1 With antique rcliques of the dead. 

The gleanings of philofophy, 
Philofophy, the lumber of the fchools. 
The roguery of alchemy $ 
And we, the bubbled fools, 
Spend all our prefent life in hopes of goldtfn rules, 

III. 
But what does our proud ignorance Learning call ? 

We oddly Plato's paradox make good, 
Our knowledge is but mere remembrance all ; 

Remembrance is our treafure and our food ; 
Nature's fair table-book, our tender fouls. 
We fcrawl all o'er with old and empty rules. 
Stale memorandums of the fchools : 
For Learning's mighty treafures look 
In that deep grave a book ; 
Think that ihe there does all her treafures hide. 
And that her troubled ghoft ftill haunts there flnce fhe dy'd, 
Confine her walks to colleges and fchools ; 

Her priefts, her train, and followers fhow 
As if they all were fpe6lrcs too '! 
They purchafe knowledge at th* expence 
Of common breeding, common fenfe. 
And grow at once fcholars and fools ; 
3 AfFea 
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Affe£t ili-manner'd pedantry, 

Rudenefsy ill-nature, incivility^ 

And, fick with ^egs of knowledge grown^ 
Which greedily they fwallow down, 

Still cafl it up, and naufeate company. 

rv. 

Curft be rf\e wretch ! nay doubly curftl 

(If it may lawM be 
To curfe our greateft enemy) 
Who learnt himfelf that herefy firft 
(Which (ince has feiz'd gn all the refl) 
That knowledge forfeits all humanity ; 
Taught us, like Spaniards, to be proud and poor» 
, And fling our fcraps before our door I 
Thrice happy you have 'fcap'd this general pefl ; 
Thofe mighty epithets, learn'd, good, and great. 
Which we ne'er join'd before, but in romances meet. 
We find in you at laft united grown. 
You cannot be compared to one : 
1 mud, like him that painted Venus* face, 
'Borr9W from every one a grace ; 
Virgil and Epicurus will not do. 

Their courting a retreat like you, 
Vnlefs I put in Caefar's learning too : 

Your happy frame at once controls 
This great triumvirate of fouls. 
V. 
Let not old Rome boafl f abius' fate ; 
He fav'd his country by delay?, 
■ But you by peace. 
You bought it at a cheaper rate; 

B a '^ot: 
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!Nor has it left the ufual bloody fear. 

To Ihew it coft it» price in war; 
War I that mad game the world fo loves to play. 

And for it does fo dearly pay $ 
For, though with lofs or viftory a while 

Fortune the gamefters does beguile. 
Yet at the laft the box fweeps all away. 
VI. 
Only the laurel got by peace 
No thunder e'er can blaft : 
Th' artillery of the fkies 

Shoots to the earth, and dies ; 
Nor ever green and flourifhing 'twill laft, 
Nor dipt in blood, nor widows* tears, nor orphans 
About tlie head crown'd with thefe bays. 
Like lambent fire the lightning plays ; 
Nor, its triumphal cavalcade to grace. 

Makes up its folemn train with death ; 
It melts tlie fword of war, yet keeps it in the ihe 

VII. 
The wily Ihifts of ftate, thofe jugglers* tricks, 
'Which we call deep dcfigns and politicks 
(As in a theatre the ignorant fry, 

Becaufe the cords efcape their eye. 
Wonder to fee the motions fly) ; 
Methinks, when you expofc the fcene, 
Down the ili-organ*d engines fall ; 
Off fly the vizards, and difcover all : 

How plain I fee through the deceit ! 
How ihallowy and how grofs, the cheat ! 
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Look where the pully 's tied above I 
Great God ! (faid I) what have I feen ! 
On what poor engines move 
The thoughts of monarchs, and deiigns of fbtes f 

What petty motives rule their fates ! 
How the moufe makes the mighty mountain (hake f 
The mighty mountain labours with its birth. 
Away the frighten'd peafants fly, 
Scar'd at th* unheard-of prodigy, 
Expe^ fome great gigantic fon of earth ; 
Lo ! it appears ! 
Sec how they tremble ! how they quake ! 
Out ftarts the little bead, and mocks their idle fears. 
VIII. 
Then tell, dear favourite Mufe ! 
What ferpent *$ that which flill rcforts, 
Still lurks, in palaces and courts ? 
Take thy unwonted flight. 
And on the terrace light. 

See where fhe lies ! 
See how fhe rears her head. 
And rolls about her dreadful eyes. 
To drive all virtue out, or look it dead I 
'Twas fure this bafililk fent Temple thence, 
And though as fome ('tis faid) for their defence 
Have worn a cafement o'er their ikin. 
So he wore his within, 
Made up of virtue and tranfparent innocence 1 
And though he oft* renew'd the fightj, 
AnA almoft got priority of light, 
' - B3 ^Hc 
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He ne*er could overcome her quite 
(In pieces cut, die viper ftill did re-unite), 

Till, at laft, tir'd with lofs of time and eaf 
KefolvM to give hknfelf, as well as country, peac< 

Sing, belov'd Mufe I the pleafures of retreat. 

And in fome untouch*d virgin flrain 
Shew the delights thy fifter Nature yields ; 
Sing of thy vales, fmg of thy woods, fmg of thy fi 
Go publifli o'er the plain 
How mighty a profelyte you gain ! 
How noble a reprifal on the great ! 

How is the Mufe luxuriant grown ! 
Whene'er flie takes this flight. 
She foars clear out of fight. 
Thefe are the paradifes of her own : 

(The Pegafus, like an unruly horfe,. 
Though ne'er fo gently led 
To the lov'd pafture where he us'd to feed. 
Runs violently o'er his ufual courfe.) 
Wake from thy wanton dreams. 

Come from thy dcar-lov'd ftreams. 
The ctooked paths of wandering Thames I' 
Fain the fair nymph would flay, 
3 Oft' Ihe looks back in vain. 
Oft' 'gainfl her fountain does complain, 
And foftly ileals in many windings down. 
As lotli to fee the hated court and town^ 
Aod nu^naors as ihe glides awi^«> 
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X. 

I In this new happy fccne 
Are nobler fubjeils for your learned pcnj 
Here we cxpeft from you 
More Uian your predeceflbr Adam knew ; 
Whatever moves our wonder, or our fport, 
Whatever ferves for innocent emblems of tlic cov^n ; 

How that which we a kernel fee 
<Whofc wcll-compa£led forms efcape the light, 
UnpiercM by the blunt rays of fight) 
^all ere long grow into a tree ; 
Whence t^cs it its increafe, and whence its birth^ 
Or from the fun, or from the air, or from the earth. 
Where all the fruitful atoms lie; 
How fome go downward to the root, 
Some more ambitioufly upwards fly. 
And form tlie leaves, the branches, and the fruit. 
You ftrove to cultivate a barren court in vain, 
Your garden 's better worth your noble pain. 
Here mankind fell, and hence mufl rife again. 

XL 
Shall I believe a fpirit fo divine 

Was cad in the fame mold with mine ^ 
Why then does Nature fo unjuftly (hare 
Among her elder fons the wliole edate. 

And all her jewels and her plate ? 
Poor we ! cadets of Heaven, not worth her czxf^. 
Take up at befl with lumber and the leavings of a fare : 
Some ihe binds 'prentice to the fpade, 
Some to the drudgery of a trade, 

B 4 Some 
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Some ihe does to Egyptian bondage draw, 

Bids us make bricks, yet fends us to look out for (bra 

Some ihe condemns for life to try 
To dig the leaden mines of deep philofophy : 
Me (he has to the Mufe's gallics tied, 
In vain I ftrive to crofs this fpacious main. 
In vain I tug and pull the oar. 
And, when I almoft reach the ihore, 
Straight tbeMufe turns the helm, and I launch out aga 

And yet, to feed my pride, ' 
Whene'er I mourn, (lops my complaining breath. 
With promife of a mad reverfion after death. 

XII. 
Then, Sir, accept thi& worthlefs verfe. 
The tribute of an humble Mufe, 
•Tis all the portion of my niggard ftars ; 
I^ature the hidden fpark did at my birth infufe. 
And kindled firfl with indolence and eafe ; 

And, iince too oft* dcbauch*d by praifc^ 
•Tis now grown an incurable difeafe : 
In vain to quench this fooliih fii-e I try 
In wifdom and philofophy j 
In vain all wholefome herbs I fow. 
Where nought but weeds will grow. 
Whatever I plant (like com on barren canh) 
By an equivocal birth 
Seeds, and runs up to poetry. 
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O D E, 

TO THE ATHENIAN SOCIETY. 

' Moor-Parky Feb. 14, 169 1« 

I. 

A S when the deluge firil began to fall, 
^ ^ That mighty ebb never to flow again 
(When this hug6 body's moiflure was fo great> 

It quite o'ercame the vital heat) ; 
That mountain, which was highefl firfl: of all, 
Appear'd above the univerfa! main. 
To blcfs the primitive Tailor's weary fight ! 
And 'twas perhaps Parnaflus, if in height 

It be as great as 'tis in fame. 

And nigh to Heaven as is its name : 
So, after th' inundation of a war. 
When Leaming^s little houihold did embark 
With her world's fruitful fyilem in her facred a^k^ 

At the firfl ebb of noife and fears, 
Philofophy's exalted head appears ; 
And the Dove-Mufe will now no longer flay. 
But plumes her filver wings, and flies away ; 

And now a laurel wreath ihe brings from far. 

To crown the happy conqueror. 

To (hew the flood begins to ceafe. 
And brings the dear reward of victory and peace. 
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II. 

The eager Mufc took wing upon the waves' decline 
When war her cloudy afpe£l juft withdrew, 
Wl^en the bright fun of peace began to ihine. 
And for a while in heavenly contemplation fat 

On the high top of peaceful Ararat j 
Ancl pluck'd a laurel branch (for laurel was the firfl 

grew, 
The firft of plants after the thunder, llorm, and rai 
And thence, with joyful nimble wing. 
Flew dutifully back again. 
And made an humble chaplet for the King *. 

. And the Dove-Mufe is fled once more 
(Glad of the vi£lory, yet frighten'd at the war) j 
And now difcovers from afar 
A peaceful, and a flourifhing ihore : 
No fooner did fhe land 
On the delightful flrand. 
Then ftraight (he fees the country all around, 
Where fatal Neptune rul'd erewhile. 
Scattered with 00 wery vales, with fruitful gardens crow 
And many a pleafant wood ! 
As if the univerfal Nile 
Had rather water'd it than drown*d : 
It feems fome floating piece of paradife, 

Prefefv*d by wonder from the flood. 
Long wandering through the deep, as we are told 
Fam'd D«lo8 did of old, 

♦ The Ode I writ to the King in Ireland. Swift 
AVs Unnot now be recovexed. 

J 
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Lnd the tranfported Mufc imagin'd it 

be a fitter birth-place for the God of wir^ 

Or the much-talk'd oracular grove ; 
Vhen with amazing joy fhe hears 
unknown mufick all around 

Charming her greedy ears 

With many a. heavenly fong 
nature and of art, of deep philofophy and love^ 
ilft angels tune the voice, and God infpires the tongue^ 
1 vain (he catches at the empty found, 
ain purfues the mufick with her longing eye, 
j)d courts the wanton echoes as they dy. 

III. 
Ion, ye great unknown, and far-exalted men, 
: wild excurfions of a youthful pen * ; 
orgive a young, and (almoft) Virgin-Mufc,. 
/horn blind and eager curiofity 

(Yet curiofity^. diey fay, 
1 her fex a crime needs no excufe^ 

Has forc'd to grope her uncouth way 
sr a mighty light that leads her wandering eye,- 
wonder then Ihe quits the narrow path of fenfe* 
or a dear ramble through impertinence ; 
npertinence ! the fcurvy of mankind. 
I all we fools, who are the greater part of it, , 
hough we be of two^diiferent fadlions itill, 
Both the good-natur'd and the ill, 
et wherefoe'er you look, you '11 always find- 
join, like flies and wafps, in buzzing about wih- 

See Dr. Swift's very remarkable Letter to the Aitich- 
Sixibtyi ia the Supplement to his Works* 
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In mc, who am of the firft feft of thefe. 
All merit, that tranfcends the humble rules 
Of my own dazzled fcanty fenfe. 
Begets a kinder folly and impertinence 

Of admiration and of praife. 
Ai^ our good brethren of the furly feft 
Mud e*en all herd us with their kindred fools ; 
For though, poffefs'd of prefent vogue, they Vc tOi 
, Railing a rule of wit, and obloquy a trade ; 
Yet the fame want of brains produces each efTeA. 
And you, whom Pluto's helm does wifely fhroud 

From us the blind and thoughtlefs croud. 
Like the fam*d hero in his mother's cloud. 
Who both our follies and impertinences fee, 
Po laugh perhaps at theirs, and pity mine and me. 
VI. 
But cenfure *s to be underflood 
Th* authentic mark of the eleft. 
The public (lamp Heaven fets on all that's great and g( 
Our (hallow fearch and judgement to direct. 
The war methinks has made 
Our wit and learning narrow as our trade ; 
Inflead of boldly failing far, to buy 
A flock of wifdom and philofophy, s 

We fondly ftay at home, in fear 
Of every cenfuring privateer 5 
Fordng a wretched trade by beating down the fale. 
And felling bafely by reuil. 
The wits, I mean the atheifts of the age, 
Who fain would rule the pulpit as they do the flagi 

Wondj 
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Wondrous refiners of philofophy, 
Of morals and divinity, 
By the new modifh fyflem of reducing all to fenfe, 
Agunft all logick and concluding laws. 
Do own th' etFefts of Providence, 
And yet deny the caufe. 

V. 

This hopeful fc£^, now it begins to fee 
How little, very little, do prevail 
Their firll and chiefeft force 
To ccnfure, to cry down, and rail, 
Not knowing what, ©r where, or who you be. 
Will quickly take another courfe : 
And, by their never-failing ways 
Of folving all appearances they pleafe, 
We foon ihall fee them to their ancient methods fall, 
And ftraight deny you to be men, or any thing at all. 

I laugh at the grave anfwer they will make. 
Which they have always ready, general, and cheap : 
'Tis but to fay, that what we daily meet. 
And by a fond miflake 
Perhaps imagine to be wondrous wit. 
And think, alas I to be by mortals writ. 
Is but a croud of atoms juflling in a heap. 

Which from eternal feeds begun, 
JofUing fome thoufand years till ripen'd by the fuA ; 
They tc now, juft how, as naturally born. 
As from the womb of earth a field of com. 

VL But 
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VL ' 
But as for poor contented me. 
Who muft my weaknefs and my ignorance confiefs^ 
That I believe in much I ne'er can hope to fee ; 
Methinks I 'm fatisfy'd to guefs, 
That this new, noble, and delightful fccne 
^s wonderfully mov*d by fome exalted men, 

Who have well ftudied in the world's difcafe 
*(That epidemic error and depravity, 
Or in our judgement or our eye), 
That what furprizes us can only pleafe. 
"We often fearch contentedly the wtole world rounc^ 
To make fome great difcoveryj 
And fcorn it when 'tis found. 
JuftTo the mighty Nile has fufFer*d in its fame, 

Becaufe 'tis faid (and perhaps only faid) 
We 've found a little inconfiderabk head, 

That feeds the huge unequal llream. 
Coniidcr human folly, and you '11 quickly, own. 

That all the praifes it can give. 
By which fome fondly boaft they (hall for ever live. 
Won't pay th* impertinence of being known : 
Elfe why ihould the fam'd Lydian king 
(Whom all the charms of anufurped wife and fhite, 
With all that power unfclt courts mankind to be great| 

Did with new unexperienced glories wait) 
Still wear, iliU doat, on his intiiible ring > 
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vn. 

•Were I to form a regular thought of Fame, 
Which is perhaps as hard t* imagine right 
As to paint Echo to the fight ; 
I would not draw th' idea from an empty name ; 
Becaufe, alas ! when we all die, 
Carelefs and ignorant pofterity, 
Although they praife the learning and the wit, 

And though the title feems to ihow 
The name and man hy whom the book was writ^ 
Yet Jiow (hall they be brouglit to know, 
Whether tliat very name was he, or you, or I ? 
Lefs ihould I daub it o'er with trantitory praife. 

And water-colours of thefe days : 
Thcfe days ! where e*en th' extravagance of poetry 
Is at a lofs for figures to exprefs 
Mens' folly, whimfies, and inconftancy. 
And by a faint defcription makes them lefs. 
Then tell us what is Fame, where ihall we fearch for it? 
look where exalted Virtue and Religion fit 
Enthroned with heavenly Wit I 
Look where you fee 
The greatcft fcorn of learned vanity f 
(And then how much a nothing is mankind ! 
Whofe reafon is weighed down by popular air. 
Who, hy that, vainly talks of baffling death ; 
And hopes to lengthen life by a transfufion of breath. 

Which yet whoe'er examines right will find 
To be anart as vain as bottling up of wind !) 
^d when you find out thcfe, believe true Fame is there. 

Far 
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Far above all reward, yet to which all is due; 
And this, y^ great unknown I is only known in y( 

VIIL 
The juggling fea-god, when by chance trepan'd 
By fome in{b:u£ked querift fleeping on the fand. 
Impatient of all anfwers, Itrait became 
A dealing brook, and flrove to creep away 

Into his native fea, 
Vext at their follies, murmur'd in his flream $ 
But, ^difappointed of his fond defire. 
Would vanifli in a pyramid of fire. 
This furly iUppery God, when he deiign'd 

To furniih his efcapes, 
Ne'er borrow*d more variety of Ihapcs 
Than you to pleafe and fatisfy mankind, 
And feem (almofl) transformed to water, flame, and a 

So well you anfwer all phsnomena there : 
Though madmen and the wits, philofophers and fool 
With aU that fa^ious or enthufiaftic dotards dream» 
And all the incoherent jargon of the fchools ; 

Though all the fumes of fear, hope, love, and ihan 
Contrive tofhock yourminds with many a fenfelcfs doul 
Poubts where the Delphic God would grope in ign 
ranee and night, 
Th^ God of learning and of light 
Would want a God himfelf to help him out. 

IX. 
Fhilofophy, as it before us lies. 
Seems to have borrowed fome ungrateful tafle 
Of doubts, impertinence, and niceties, 
From every age through which it pafs'di 

B 
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But always with a ftronger relifli of the laft. 
This beauteous queen, 'by Heaven deiign'd 
To be tlie great original 
For man to drefs^and poliih his uncourtly mind. 
In what motk habits have tliey put her iince the fall f 
More oft' in fools and madmens hands than fagesi 
She feems a medley of all ages, 
With a huge fardingale to fwell her fuftian ftuff, 
A new commode, a top-knot, and a ruff. 
Her face patch'd o*er with modern pedantry. 
With a long fweeping train 
' Of comments and difputes, ridiculous and vain, 
All of old cut witli a new dye : 
How foon have you reftor'd her charms 
And rid her of her lumber and her books, 
Dreft her again genteel and neat. 
And rather tight than great ! 
lUow fond we are to court her to our- arms ? 
How much of Heaven is in her naked looks-! 
X. 
'^hus the deluding Mufe oft* blinds mc to htr v^ays, 
And ev'n my very thoughts transfers 
And changes aiU to beauty, and the praife 
Of that proud tyrant fex of hers. 
The rebel Mufe, alas ! takes part 
But with my own rebellious heart. 
And you with fatal and immortal wit confpire 
To fan th' unhappy fire. 
Cruel unknown ! what is it you intend ? 
Ah! could youy could you hope a poet for your friend! 
Vol. L C Rather 
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Rather forgive what my firft tranfpoit faid : 
May all the blood, which fhall by woman's fcom be fhed 

Lie upon you and on your childrens' head 1 
For you (ah ! did I think I e'er fhould live to fee 
The fatal time when that could be !) 
Have €v*ft increased their pride and cruelty. 
Woman feems now above all vanity grown, 
Still boafting of her great unknown 
Platonic champions, gain'd without one female wile. 
Or the vaft charges of a fmile ; 
Which 'tis a ihame to fee how much of late 
You Ve taught the covetous wretches to o'er-rate, 
And which they *ve now the confciences to weigh 
In the fame balance with our tears» 
And with fuch fcanty wages pay 
The bondage and the (lavery of years. 
Let the vain fex dream on j the empire comes from usj 
And, had they common generofity. 
They would not ufe us thus. 
Well— though you 've rais*d her to tliis high degree. 

Ourfelves are rais'd as well as (he ; 
And, fpite of all that they or you can do, 
*Tis pride and happincfs enough to me 
^till to be of the fame exalted fex with you. 
XL 
Alas, how fleeting and how vain, 
Is ev'n the nobler man, our learning and our wit f 
. I (igh whene'er I thbk of it : 
As at the cloiing of aa unhappy fcene 
^ '. . • • • Ol 
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Of fomc great king and conqueror's death, 
When the fad melancholy Mufe 
Stays but to catch his utmod breath. 
I grieve, diis nobler work moft happily begun, 
So quickly and fo wonderfully carry'd on, 
May fall at laft to intereft, folly, and abufe. 
There is a noon-tide in our lives. 
Which ftill the fooner it arrives, 
Although we boaft our winter-fun looks bright, 
And foolifhly are glad to fee it at its height, 
Yet.fo much fooher comes the long and gloomy night. 

No conqueft ever yet begun. 
And by one migiity hero carried to its height. 
E'er flourifli'd under a fuccefTor or a fon ; 
It loft fome mighty pieces through all hands it paft, 
And vanifh'd to an empty title in the laft. 
For, when the animating mind is fled 
(Which nature never can i^tain. 
Nor e^er call back again). 
The body, though gigantic, lies all cold and dead. 

XII. 
And thus undoubtedly 'twill fare, , 

^Vith what unhappy men Ihafl dare 
To be fucccflbrs to thefe great unknown, 
On Learning's high-eftablifh'd throne, 
Ccnfurd, and Pedantry, and Pride, 
Numberlefs Aations, ftretching far and wide. 
Shall (I forefee it) foon with Gothic fwarms come forth 
From Ignorance's univcrfal North, 

C » And 
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And with blind rage break all diis peaceful govemmen 
Yet (hall thcfe traces of your wit remain. 
Like a juil map, to tell the vaft extent 
Of conqueft in your fliort and happy reign ; 
And to all future mankind fliew 
How flrange a paradox is true. 
That men who liv'd and dy*d without a name 
Are the chief heroes in the facred lid of Fame, 



Written in a Lady's Ivory Table-book, 1699. 

TJERUSE my leaves tlirough every part, 
-*■ And think thou feed my owner's heart, 
Scrawl'd o*er with trifles thus, and quite 
As hard, as fenlelefs, and as light; 
Expos'd to every coxcomb's eyes, 
But hid with caution from the wife. 
Here you may read, " Dear charming faint t" 
Beneath, " A new receipt for paint :'* 
Here, in beau-fpelling, " Tru tcl deth ;" 
There, in her own, " For an el breth :" 
Here, " Lovely nymph, pronounce my doom I*' 
There, " A fafe way to ufe perfume :*' 
Here, a page fill'd with billets-doux : 
On t'other fide " Laid out for fhoes"— 
•** Madam, I die without your grace"— ^ 
** Item, for half a yard of lace." 
Who that had wit would place it hsxt, 
For every peeping fop to jeer ? 



^ 



ON A LADY'S TABLE-BOOK. 

In power of fpittle and a clout, 
Whene'er he pleafe, to blot it out ; 
And then, to heighten the difgrace. 
Clap his own nonfenfe in the place. 
Whoe'er expc6ts to hold his part 
In fuch a book, and fuch a heart, 
If he be wealth}', and a fool. 
Is in all points the titteil tool ; 
Of whom it may be juftly faid. 
He 's a gold pencil tipp'd widi lead. 



MRS. HARRIS'S PETITION. 
1699. 

Tr*0 their Excellencies the Lords Juflices of Ireland >* 
■^ the humble petition of Frances Harris, 
Who muft ftarve, and die a maid, if it mifcarries ; 

Humbly iheweth, 
That I went to warm myfelf in lady Betty's f chimbei 

becaufe I was cold ; 
And I had in a purfe feven pounds, four ihillings, am 

fix pence, befides fanhings, in money and gold : 
So, becaufe I had been buying things for my Lady lai 

night, 
I. was refolved to tell my money, to fee if it was right. 

* The earls of Berkeley and of Gal way. 

t Lady Betty Berkeley, afterward Germainc. 

C 3 Now 
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Now, you muft know> becaufe my trunk has a very "1 

bad lock, ' | 

Therefore all the money I have, which, God knows, 1 

is a very fmall flock, [ 

I keep in my pocket, ty'd about my mitldle, next to •. 

my fmock. J 

So when I went to put up my purfe, as God would 

have it, my fmock was unript. 
And, inftead of putting it inta my pocket, down it dipt; 
Then the bell rung, and I went down to put my Lady 

to bed J 
And, God knows, I thought my money was as fafe as 

my maidenhead. 
So, when I came up again, I found my pocket feel very 

light : 
But when I fcarch'd, and mifs-'d my purfe. Lord ! 1 

thought I ihould have funk outright. 
Lord ! Madam, fays Mary, how d'ye do ? Indeed, fays 

I, never vvorfe : 
But pray, Mary, can you tell what I have done with 

my purfe ? 
Lord help me I faid Mary, I never flirr'd out of this 

place : 
Nay, faid I, I had it in Lady Betty's chamber, that *8 

a plain cafe. 
So Mary got me to bed, and cover'd me up warm : 
However, fhe flole away my garters, that I might do 

myfelf no harm. 
So I tumbled and tofs'd all night, as you may very well 

think, 
But hardly ever fet my eyes together, or flept a wink. 

So 
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So I Was jkdream'dy methought^ that we went and 

fearchM the folks round, 
And in a corner of Mrs. Dukes's • box, ty*d in a rag, 

the money was found. 
So next morning we told Whittle f, and he fcU a- 

fwearing : 
Then my dame Wadgar J came; and fhe, you know, is 

thick of hearing. 
Dame, faid I, as loud as I could bawl, do you know 

what a lofs 1 have had } 
Kay, faid Ihe, my lord Colway's § folks are all very fad ; 
For my Lord Dromedary || comes a Tuefday without 

fail. 
Pugh ! faid I, but that 's not the bufmefs that I ail. 
Says Gary **,fays he, I have been a fervant this five and 

twenty years, come fpring, 
And in all the places I liv'd I never heard of fuch a 

thing. 
Yes, fays the fteward ff, I remember, when I was at 

my Lady Shrewlbury's, 
6uch a thing as this happcn'd juft about the time of 

goofeberries, 

* Wife to one of the footmen, 
t Earl of Berkeley's valet. 
J The old deaf houfekeepcr. 

GaUvay. 
II The earl of Drogheda, who with the primate was 
to fucceed the two earls. 
** Clerk of the kitchen. ' * f f Ferris. 

C 4 So 
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$k) I went to the party ibfpe£^ecly and I fcmnd her fii 

of grief, 
(Now you mufl know, of all things in the world, I hat 

a thief). 
However, I was rcfolv^d to bring the difcourfe flil 

about t 
Mn. Dukes, faid I, here's an ugly accident has hip 

penM out : 
*Tis not that I value the nnoney thi*ee (kips of a loufe* 
But the thing I ftand upon is the credit of the houfe. 
*Tis true, feven pounds, four fhillings, and fix pence 

makes a great hole in my wages : 
Bcfides, as they fay, fervice is no inheritance in thefl 

ages. 
NoW^ Mrs. Dukes, you know, and every body under 

Hands, 
That though 'tis hard to judge, yet money can't gi 

without hands. 
The devil take me ! faid fhe (blelling herfelf) if ev« 

I faw 't ! 
So Hie roar'd like a Bedlam, as tliough I had call'd hei 

all to naught. 
So you know, what could I fay to her any more ? 
I e'en left her, and came away as wife as I was before. 
Well ; but then they would have had me gone to tb 

cunning man I 
Ko> faid I, 'tis the fame thing, the cbapUin will b* 

here anon. 

♦ An ufual faying of hers. 



/ 
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6atke ciaphun * came in. Now die £erv«Qt& £w/ lit ]$ 

my fweetheart, 
BecauTe ke*s always in my chamber^ and I always takt 

his part. 
Sd, as xhxidrvil would have ic> before I was avrare, €«t 

I blunderM, 
htrfinf faid I> can you caft a nativity^ wfata a body '» 

plundered ? 
(Now you mud know^ he hates to be cali'd pagfm Uti( 

the devil!) 
Truly, fays he, Mrs. Nab, it might become you to It 

more civil ; 
ffyour money be gone, as a learned divsae £iys^ d^ 

fee, 
You are no text for my handling ; fo take tltot fronamCr? 
I was never taken for a conjurer before, I 'd haye you 

to know. 
Urd i {sad I, don't beangry, I am fure I never tboil^ 

you fo ; 
You know I honour the cloth ; I defign to be ^farfiti^ 

wife; 
I never took one in your coat for a conjurer in all mj 

life. 
Widi that he twifted his girdle at me like a rope, ai 

who ihould fay. 
Now you may go hang yourfclf for me ! and fib went 

away. 
Well : I thought I ihould have fwoon'd. Lord 1 faid If 

what ihall I do ? 
Iln« toil my fmnt^f a&d ihall loTe my tru$ kvt too 1 

♦J>r. Swift. 
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Then my Lord called me: Harry*, faid my Lord, 

cry; 
I '11 give, you fomethirig towards thy lofs; and, fay 

Lady, fo will I. 
Oki ! but, faid I, what if, after all, the chaplain > 

come to F 
For that, he faid, (an't pleafe your Excellencies,) I 

petition you. 
The premifles tenderly confider'd, I defire your 

cellencies proteftion. 
And that I may have a ihare in next Sunday's 

le6lion j 
And, over and above, that I may have your Exceih 

letter, 
With an order for the chaplain aforefaid, or, infte 

him, a better : 
And then your poor petitioner , both night and day 
Or the chaplain (for 'tis his trade), as in duty be 

ihall ever pray, 

A BALLAD 
ONTHE GAME OF TRAFF 
■ Written at the Caflle of Dublin, 1699. 
T\T Y Lord f, to find out who muft deal, 
'*-^'^ Delivers cards about, 
But the fird knave does feldom fail 
To find tlie Do6tor out. 

' ♦ A cant of word of lord and lady B. tp Mrs. Hj 
t The earl of Berkeley. 
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But then his Honour cry*d, Gadzooks ! 

And feem'd to knit his brow : 
For on a knave he never looks 

But h' thinks upon Jack How *. 

My Lady, though fhe is no player, 

Some bungling partner takes. 
And, wedg'd in corner of a chair. 

Takes fnuiT, and holds the flakes. 

Dame Floyd f looks out in grave fufpenfc 

For pair-royals and fequents ; 
But, wifely cautious of her pence. 

The caflle feldom frequents. 

Qjioth Henries, fairly putting cafes, 

I 'd won it on my word. 
If I had but a pair of aces. 

And could pick up a third. 

But Wefton has a nevv-caft gown 

On Sundays to be fine in, 
And, if fhe can but win a crown, 

'Twill jufl new-dye the lining. 

" t With thefe is Par/on Swift, 
" Not knowing how to fpend his time, 

" Does make a wretched fhift, 
*« To deafen them with puns and rhyme,'* 

* Paymafler to the army. 

t See the verfes on this lady, p. 38. 

t See the note, p. 28. 
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A Ballaiv To the Tune of^ The CuT-PURtiE *•■. 

L 
/r\NCE on a time, as old flories rehearfe, 
^^ A friar would needs fhew his talent in Latin ; : 
But was forely put to't in the midfl of a verfc, 
Becaufe he could find no word to come pat in : : 
Then all in the place 
He left a void fpace, 
And fo went to bed in a defpcrate cafe : 
When behold the next morniog a wonderful riddle ! 
He found it was ftrangely filled up in the middle. 

Cho. Lft cenfuring critics then think what ibejfli/i 
on't J 
JTbo lAJOuhtnot write 'verfes fwitb fucb oM"' 
aj/ijiant? 

II. 
This put me the friar into an amazement : 

For he wifely coniider'd it mud be a fprite ; 
That he came through the key-hole, or in at the cafetnent i 
And it needs mufl be one that could both read and 
write : 

* Lady Betty Berkeley, finding the preceding^ verfet - 
in the author's room unfiniflied, wrote under them the 
concluding flanza ; which gave occafion to this ballad^ 
written by the author in a cpuAterfeic hand, as if a thir<l 
perfon had doae it. 

Tctl 
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Yet he did not know 
If it were friend or fbfc, 
Or whether it came from tboVc or below : 
However, 't was civil in angel or «lf, 
For he ne'er could have fiU'd ic fo well df 'hifrtfi^. 
Chor. Let anfurrnj^y tic, 
III. 
Even fo Matter De>6tor had pttziled bis brakit 

In making a ballad, but was at a ftand : 
He had mix'd little wit with t gteat deri of paitoi; 
When he found a new help from invifible hand. 
Then, good Doftor Swift 
Pay thanks for the gift. 
For you freely muft own, you were- at a dead lift: 
And, though fome malicious young fpirit did do*t. 
You may know by the hand it had no cloven foot, 
Chon Let cen/urmg, &c, 

THE D I S C O V E It T. 

TyHEN wife lord Berkeley firft came here *, 
^^ Statefraen and mob expe£^ed wondcM^, 
Nor thought to find fo great a peer 
Ere a week pad committing blunders. 
^ 'Tilly on a day cut out by fate. 

When folks came thick to naake their cour^ 
tOut dipt a myflery of ilate^ 

To give the town and countxy fport. 



n 
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Now enters * Bufh widi new ftate airs. 

His lordfliip's premier minifter ; 
And who m all profound affairs 

Is held as needful as his f clyder. 
Wkh head reclining on his fhouldery 

He deals and hears myfterious chat. 
While every ignorant beholder 

A&s of his neighbour, who is that ? 
With this he put up to my lord, 

.The courtiers kept their diftance due. 
He twitched his ileeve, and ftole a word ; 

Then to a corner both withdrew. 
Imagine now, my lord and Bufli 

Whifpering in junto moft profound, 
Like good king t Phyz and good king Ulh, 

While all the reft ftood gaping round. 
At length a fpark not too well bred. 

Of forward face and ear acute, 
Advanc'd on tiptoe, lean'd his head, 

"To ovet'-hear the grand difputci 
To learn what Northern kings defign, 
t ■ Or from Whitehall fome new exprefs, 
Papifts difarm*d, or fall of coin : 

Forfure (thought he) it can't be Icfs. 

* Buih, by fome underhand infmuation, obtainc 
|)oft of fccretary; which had been promifed to Sw 
t Always taken before my lord went to counci] 
I Sec •'ThcRchcarfaL" 
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My lord, faid Bulb, a friend and I, 

Difguis'd in two old thread-bare coats. 
Ere morning's dawn, dole out to fpy 

How markets went for hay and oats. 
WifK that he draws two handfuls out. 

The one was oats, the other hay ; 
Puts this to *s excellency's fnout, 

And begs he would the other weigli. 
My lord feems pleas'd, but flill dire£ts 

By all means to bring down the rates ; 
Then, with a congee circumflex, 

Bufh, fmiling round on all, retreats. 
Our liftener flood a while confiis'd. 

But, gathering fpirits, wifely ran for 't, 
Enrag*d to fee the world abus'd 

By two fuch whifpcring kings of Brentford. 

THE PROBLEM. 

•« That my l6rd Berkeley stinks, 
when he is in love.** 

"p\ I D €ver problem thus perplex. 

Or more employe the female fex ? . 
So fweet a paiHon, who would think, 
Jove ever form'd to make a ftink ? 
The ladies vow and fwear, they '11 try. 
Whether it be a truth or lye. 
Love*s fire, it feems, like inward heat. 
Works in my lord by flool and fweat, 
Which brings a fHnk from every pore, 
jAnd from behind 9JX'i from t>efore \ 
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Yet, what is Urondei^fui te tell it. 

None but die fii\«ourite symph can ftncUat* 

But now, to fdlve the natural caufe 

By fobcr philofopbic laws : 

Whether all patrons,- when in. ferment^ 

Work out aS' anger does in vermin j 

So, when a wcazel you torment. 

You find his paflion by his'fcent. 

We read of kings, who, in a fright, 

Thoughon a throne, would fall to ib-->. 

Beiide all this, deep fcholars know. 

That the main-ftring of Cupid's bow 

Once on a time was an a— gutj 

Now to andbleir office put. 

By favour or defort prdferr'd 

Fnrni giving palTage to a t-^- ; 

But ftill, thdugh fix'd among the flats 

Bocs fympathize with human a — . 

Thus, when you feel an hard-bound breech, 

Conclude love's bow-firing at full flretch. 

Till thei kind loofenefs comes, and then 

Conclude the how relax'd again. 

And now, the ladies aU are bent 
To try the great experiment, 
Ambitious of a regent'* heart, 
.Spread all thchr charms to catch a f>^ $ 
Watching the firfl unfavoury wind, 
Some ply before, and fome behind. 
My lord, on fire amidll the dames^ 
F-— ts lik« a karcl in the fiames. 
7 
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The fair approach the^pcsduog part^ 
To try the back-way to his heart. 
For, as when we a gun difcharge, 
Although the bore be ne'er fo large. 
Before the flapie from muzzle burft, 
Juft at the breech it flafhes firft : 
So from my lord his pafllon broke. 
He f— d firft, an4 then he fpoke. 

The ladies vaniih in the fmother^ 
To confer notes with one another ; 
And now they all agreed to name 
Whom each-one thought the happy dame, 
t^oth Neal, whatever the reft may think, 
Fm fure ^was J, that {mtk the ftink. 
You fmell the ftink ! by G-^, you lye, 
t^^oth Hofs, for 1 11 be fworn 'twas I. 
Ladi^ quoth Levens, pray forbear : 
Let 's not fall out ; we all had iharc» 
And, by the moft I can difcovcr, 
My lord 's an univerfal lover. 

THE DESCRIPTION 

O F 

A SALAMANDER. i7c>6. 

Pliny, Nat. Hift. Ub, x. c. 67, lib. xxxx* Q. 4. 
A S maftiflPdegs in modem plirafe are 

^^ CalPd Pompey, Scipio, and Caefar 5 ' 

As pyes and daws are often ftyl'd 

With Chnftian nicknames^ like a cluild % 
i Vox. X D K% 
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As we fay Monfieur to an Ape, 
Without offence to human (hape ; 
So men have got from bird and brute 
Names that would beft their natures fviit. 
The Lion, Eagle, Fox, and Boar, 
Were Heroes titles heretofore, 
Bcftow'd as hieroglyphics fit 
To ihew their valour, ftrength, or wit : 
For what is underftood Xyyfame, 
Befides the getting of a name f 
But, e'er fince men invented guns, 
A different way their fancy runs : 
To paint a Hero, we inquire 
For fomething that will conquer ySr^. 
Would you defcribe Turenne or Trump 
Think of a bucket or a pump. 
Are thefc too low ? — ^then find out grandc 
Call my lord Cutts a Salamander. 
'Tis well ;— but, fince we live among 
.Detra£Vors with an evil tongue, 
Who may objeft againft the term, 
Pliny Ihall prove what we affirm : 
Pliny Ihall prove, and we '11 apply. 
And 1 11 be judg'd by ftanders-by. 

Firfl, then, our author has defin'd 
This reptile of the Serpent kind, 
With gaudy xozi and Ihining train ; 
But loathfome fpots his body (lain : 
Out from fome hole obfcure he flies, 
Whea rains defcend, and tompefls rife^ 
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Till the fun clears the air; and then 

Crawls back negle£led to his den. 
Soy when the war has rais'd a (lomiy 

I *ve feen a Snake in human form. 

All flain'd with infamy and vice, 

Leap from the dunghill in a trice, • 

Burnifh, and make a gaudy ihow, 

Become a general, peer, and beau^ 

Till peace has made the (ky ferene ; 

Then ihrink into its hole again. 

" All this we grant — why then look yonder, 

** Sure that muil be a Salamander V* 
Farther, we are by jPliny told. 

This Serpent is c^jtremely cold ; 

So cold, that, put it in the tire, 
'Twill make the very flames expire t 
Bcfides, it fpues a tiltl\y froth 
{Whether tlirough rage or luft, or both) 
Of matter purulent and white. 
Which, happening on the Ikin to light. 
And there corrupting to a wound, 
Spreads leprofy and haldnefs round. 

So have I feen a batter'd beau. 
By age and claps grown cold as fitow, 
Whofe breath or touch, where -e'er he came, 
Blew out love's torch, or chilTd the flame : 
And fliould fome nymph, who ne'er Was cruel. 
Like Charlton cheap, or fam'd Du-Rucl, 
Receive the filth which he cjt6ls. 
She fooD would End the fame effe£ls 

D 1 \\« 
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Her tainted carcftfe to purfue. 

As from the Salamander's fpue ; 

A difmal (bedding of her locks. 

And, if no leprc^y, a pox. 

^« Then 1 '11 appeal to each by-ffcmder, 

^* If this be not a Salamander ?'' 

TO THE 

EARL OF^PETERBOROW 

Who commanded theBRtTiSH forces in Spain. 

TiTORDANTO fills the trump of fame, 
- i VX •YY^e Chriftian worlds his deeds proclaim. 
And prints are crouded with his name . 

In journies he outrides the poft, 
Sits up till midnight with his hoft. 
Talks politics, and gives the toaft. 

Knows every prince in Europe's face. 
Flies like a fquib from place to place. 
And travels not, but runs a race. 

From Paris gazette a-la-main, 
This day arriv'd, without his train, 
Mordanto in a week from Spain. 

A meflenger comes all a-reck 
Mordanto at Madrid to feek ; 
He left the town above a week. 

Next day the poflboy winds his horn, 
And rides thxx>ugh Dover in ttie morn : 
Mordanto 's landed from Leghorn. 

Mordaik 
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Mordanto gallops on alone. 
The roads are witk her followers ibown^i 
This breaks a girtii, and that a bonei^ 

His body aftive as his mind. 
Returning found in limb< and wind^ 
Except fome leather loA behind* 

A fkeleton in outward figure. 
His meagre corpfe, though full of vigour. 
Would halt behind him, were it bigger. 

So wonderful his expedition. 
When you have not the leafl fufpicion,. 
He 's with you like an apparition. 

Shines in all climates like a flar j 
In fenates bold, and fierce in war ;. 
A land commander, and a tar :: 

Heroic a6lions early bred in, 
Ne*er to be matched in modern reading. 
But by his name -fake Charles of Sweden* 

ON THE UNION. 

'T^HE queen has lately lofl a part 
-*• Of her EN-TiRELY-BNCLisH • hcart^ 
For want of which, by way of l>otch. 
She piec'd it up again with scotch. 
Bleft revolution ! which, creates 
Divided hearts, united flates ! 

* The motto on queen Annc*8 coronation medaL 

I> 3 Sf « 
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Sec liow the double nation Hcs j 
Like a rich coat with ikirts of firize ; 
As if a man, in n»akif)g poTies, 

Should bundle thirties up witli rofes. 

Who ever yet a union faw 

Of kingdoms witlwut faith or law ? 

Henceforward let no (latefman dare 

A kingdom to a ftiip compare ; 

Left he fhould call our commonweal 

A Tcifcl with a double keel : 

Which, juft like ours, new rigg*d and mann'dr 

And got about a league frofn land. 

By change of wind to leeward fide. 

The pilot knew not how to guide. 

So totrmg fa6lion will o'crwhelm 

Our crazy double*bottom'd rcahm^ 

ON MRS. BIDDY FLOY 

Or, the Receipt to form a Beauty *. 

T XT HEN Cupid did his grandfire Jove intreat 
^ ^ To form fome Beauty by a new receipt, 
Jove fent, and found far in a country-fcenc 
Truth, innocence, good-nature, look ferene : 
From which ingredients firft the dextrous boy 
Pick'd the demure, the awkward, and the coy. 

♦ An elegant Latin verfion of this little poem is 
the fixth volume uf Dryden's Mifcellaniei. 

'I 
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The Graces from the court did ncjct provide 
Breeding, and wit, and air, and decent pride : 
Thcfc Venus cleans from every fpurious grain 
Of nice, coquet, afTef^ed, pert, and vain. 
Jove mix'd up all, and his bed clay employed ; 
Tlien cali'd the happy Compofiiion Floyd, 



APOLLO OUTWITTED. 

To the Honourable Mrs. Finch, afterwards Counttfs of 
WiNCHELSEA, undcr her name of Ardelia. 

"pHOEBUS, now (hortening every (hade, 

Up to the northern tropic came. 
And thence beheld a lovely maid. 
Attending on a royal dame. 

The god laid down his feeble rays. 
Then lighted from his glittering coach 1 

But fenc'd his head with his own bays. 
Before he durft the nymph approach. 

Umlcr thofe facred leaves, fee u re 
From common lightning of the fkics. 

He fondly thought he might endure 
The flaflies of Ardelia*s eyes. 

The nymph, who oft had read in books 
Of that bright gml whom bards invoke. 

Soon knew A}X)llo by his looks, 
And guefj^'d his bufjnefs ere he fpokc. 

D4 He, 



m 



He, in the old celcfWal cant, 

Confcfe*d his flame, and fwort by Styi^ 
Whatc'er ffic would dcfire, to^int— 

But wife Ardelia knev^ hk tricks* 

Ovid had warn'd her, to beware 
Of {trolling gods, whofc ufual trade hy 

Under pretence o( taking air, 
To pick up fublunary ladies. 

However, /he gave no flat denial, 
As having malice in her heart ; 

And was refolv'd upon a trial. 
To cheat the god in his own art. 

Hear my requeft, the virgin faid j 
Let which I. pleafe of all the Nine 

Attend, whene'er I want their aid,. 
Obey my call, and only mine. 

By vow oblig'd, by paflion led. 

The god could not refufe her prayer : 

He wav'd his wreath thiice o'er her hiead,, 
Thrice mutter'd fometliing to the air. 

And now he thought to feize his due :• 
But fhe the charm already tried. 

Thalia heard the call, and flew 
To wait at bright Ardclia's fide. 

On fight of this celeftial prude, 
Apollo thought it vain to (lay; 

Nor in her prcfcnce durft be rude j 
But made his leg, and went away. 
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He hop'd to fuad fomv-lucky hour, 
When on thek Q^n the Miiitfs wait t 

But Pallas ommc Airddia's power f 
For vows ditke »e kept by F»te»^ 

Then, fiill of ragfc, Apollo fpoke t 

Deceitful Nymph ! I fee thy art; 
And, though I can't my gift revoke, 

I '11 difapi)blnt its nobler part. 

Let (hibbom pride polTefs thee long^ 

And be thou negligent of fame } 
With every Mufe to grace thy fong. 

May 'ft thotr defpife a poet's name ! 

Of modefl poets tlu>u be firfl ^ 

To filent (hades repeat thy verfe, 
Till Fame and Echo almoft barfly 

Yet hardly dare one Hne Mheaoleo. 

And laft, my vengeance to complere,^ 

May'fl thou defcend to take renowfl, 
Prevaird on by the thing you hate, 

A Whig ! and one diat wears a gown I 

VANBKUGH'^ H O U S EV 

Juilt from the Ruins of Whitehall, 1706 *^ 

TN times of oUy when time wis young,. 
^ And poets their own verfes fung, 
A verfc would draw a iVone or beam, 
That now would over-load a team ; 

1^ • Scethcaete, p. 46. 
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Lead them a dance of many a milcy 
Then rear them to a goodly pile* 
Each number had its different power : 
Heroic fbains could built a tower ; 
Sonnets, or Elegies to Cliloris, 
Might raife a houfc about two (lories ; 
A Lyric Ode would (late ; a Catch 
Would tile I an Epigram would tliatch. 
But, to their own or landlord's coft, 
Now poets feel this art is loft. 
Not one of all our tuneful throng 
Can raife a lodging/or afingi 
For Jove confider^d well the cafe, 
Obferv'd they grew a numerous race j 
And, ihould they build as faft as ovr/Zr, 
'T would ruin undertakers quite. 
This evil therefore to prevent, 
He wifely changed their element : 
On earth the god of wealth was made 
Sole patron of the building trade j 
Leaving the wits the fpacious air» 
With licence to build cafiles there : 
And, 'tis conceiv'd, tlicir eld pretence 
To lodge in garrets comes from thence» 

Prcmifing thus, in modem way. 
The better half we have to fay r 
Sing, Mufe, the houfe of poet Van 
In higher ilrains than we began. 

Van (for 'tis fit the reader know it) 
Is both a herald and a poet ; 
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No wonder then if nkcly ikUVd 
In both cafmcities to build. 
As herald,, he can in a day 
Repair a bou/e gone to decay ; 
Or, by otebiiViMUMt, arms, deviie, 
£re£k a new-one in a trice ; 
And, ab a poet, he has ikill 
To build in ^pecmiMttm (till. 
Great Jove f he cry'd, the art reftore 
To build by verfe as heretofore, 
And make my Mufe the archite£l i 
Whak palaces (hall we ere^ ! 
No longer ihall forfaken Tl\ames 
Lament his old Wliitehall in flames ; 
A pile fhall from its aihes rife. 
Fit to invade or prop the Ikies. 

Jove fmil'd, and, like a gentle god,. 
Confenting with the ufual nod, 
Told Van, he knew his talent beft, 
And left the choice to his own bread. 
So Van rcfolv'd to write a farce ; 
But, well perceiving wit was fcarce. 
With cunning that de£e£b fupplies ; 
Takes a French play as lawful piize ; 
Steals thence his plot and every joke. 
Not once fufpefting Jove woxi\^/m$ief 
And (like a wag fet down to write) 
Would whifper to himfelf, a bile. 
Then, from this motley, mingled ftyle^ 
Proceeded to creA his pile. 
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So men of old, to gain renown, did 

Build Babel with their tongues confounded^ 

Jove faw the cheat, but thought it bed 

To turn the matter to a jeft : 

Down from Olympus' top he Aides, 

Laughing as if he 'd burft his fides r 

Ay, thought the God, are thefc your tricks ? 

Why then old flays deferve old brickn 

And, fmce you're fparing of your ftuf^ 

Your building fiiall be fmall enough. 

He fpake, and, grudging, lent his aid : 

Th' experienced bricks, that knew their trade 

(As bebg bricks at iecond-hand). 

Now move, and now in order fland» 

The building, as the poet writ, 
Rofc in proportion to his wit : 
And firft the pr<^gue built a wall 
So wide as to encompafs all. 

The fcene, a wood, produc'd no mof^ 

Than a few fcrubby trees before. 

The plot as yet lay deep ; and fo 

A cellar next was dug below : 

But this a work fo hard was found,. 

Two afts it coft him under ground. 

Two other afts, we may prefume. 

Were fpent in building each a room : 

Thus far advanced, he made a ihifc 

To raife a roof with aft the fifth. 

The epilogue behind did frame 

A place not decent here to name.^ 

Now^ 
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Now poets from all 'quarters raa 
To fee the houfe of brother Van ; 
Look*d high imd low, walk'd often round ;- 
But no fuch houfe was €o be found. 
One afks the rwatermcn hard»by, 
« Where may the poct*« palace lie ?" 
Another of the Thames inquires. 
If he has feen its gilded fplres ? 
At length they in the rubbifh fpy 
A thing refembling a goofe-pye. 
Thither in hafte the poets throng, 
And gaze in iilent wonder long, j 

Till one in raptures thus began 
To praife the pile and builder Van. 

Thrice happy poet ! who may'ft trail 
Thy houfe about thee like a fnail : 
Or, hamefs'd to a nag, at eafe 
Take journeys in it like a chaife ; 
Or in a boar, whene'er thou wilt, 
Canft make it fcrve thee for a tilt f 
Capacious hOufe ! 'tis own'd by all 
Thoxi 'rt well contrived, though thou art fmall : 
For every wit in Britain's illc 
May lodge within thy fpacious pile. 
Like Bacchus thou, as poets feign, 
Tliy mother burnt, art born again. 
Bom like a phoenix from the flame ; 
But neicher Indk narfiqpi die fame : 
As animals of laired (ize 
Corrupt to DMggptSi^ wotmisy am«t files ; 



But, raitkryfor onoe apart. 
If this rule holds in erery art ; 
Or if his Grace were no more ikiird in 
The art df battering waHs than building. 
We might eKpe6k to fee next year 
A mou/e'trap-mtm chief -engiBeer I 

BAUCIS AND PHIl-EMO: 

On thccvcr-lamcnted Lofs of the Two Ysw-t: 
in the Pari(h ef Chilthorne, Somerfet, 37< 

Imitated from the Eighth Podfc of Ovro. 

T¥ N ancient times, as ftory tcHs, 
"^ The faints would often leave thcirxdit. 
And ilroll about, but hide their cfuaHtyy 
To try good people** hofpitality. 
It happeh'd on a winter-night. 
As authors of the legend write. 
Two brother-hermits, faints by trade. 
Taking their tour in mafquerade, 
Difguis*d in tatter'd -habits, w«nt 
To a fmall village down in Kent ; 
Where, in the-ftrollcrs' canting ftrun. 
They bcgg*d from door to door in vain, 
Tried every tone might pity ^n; 
But not a foul would Ietthem>in. 
Our wandering faints, in wolul flate^ 
, Treated at this ungbdly Tate, 



':Havuig thrOAJgE all ^tviitgt paft/ 
.:To t ia^l cbtuge ann5|:it Ufi^ „ 

Vd^ere dwtit a.goqd ol^ ncuiefl ye'man^ -« 

P jdfd jinthe Dtigl]^auEh#c# Phi Wmon $ te 

<Who^kftKl1jF did thefe faint^ invke 
' I^ his p^r-llut to pafiuMjiighti 

And then the ^ipCpitable ficc 

^&d']^obdy Baucis mend the fire j^ 
' fWhife he f):4m out4lie'(i^imDey to^ 15 

»A flinch «f bacon off the lioik, « ^ 

AflafrceljL^roojfMie fatt;eft iide^ # - 
' wdit ^ teg«. dices to W^fry'dj* .^ 

'fhen fl^pp'd aiide to fetch thbm'drinki 

•^r^ a k^ jug ti^ to the bri^, 30 

And flw. it f^^ twice go jwi^d ^ 
^ 'Yet (^fiwrt is woftdcrful I)* they fonnd, 
' Twas (flfi iWflepifli'd to'tlvi t|?p, 

M^ if thqr n^rfaid louch'^ a drop. 
, . :The.j;bq0k old ccuplc were amaz'd, « ,. 35 

( ^nd oAen on-4ich«(yher gaz'd {• 
ti tVoftb^ihVere'^ehten'd^otlieftea)^ 
'' And juft l^|n to cry, — What ar*f 1 
I Ihctf^ftly tArn'd afideiaJyie^^. ,. . 
^ Wli^herfhe lights wAe burning blue. # 40 

i * ^ne gontle pilgrim fy ibon aware ^n't^ 

Tt^d i^efc^ their calling, and thcit errand s 

.Good folks, ""you 4ee4 no^e afraid, 
[ We' zv^^}»Jif. JbiftHy the hermits faid ; 
» llo Jiurt fhall con^e to you ,or yours : * 45 

^ut for that pack of churliih.boorsy 
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Not fit to live on ChmUiff grou'nJl, . - ** 
They and tln^r htfufcs t^lHie drown'A^^. ^ * 

Whilft'j'ou (hall fecyotr coq;?ge'nfi^* . ** 
And grow a church 9t§^e your *yes. ^^ ' ♦•' 50 

They fcarce had fp6ke, when Mr •ndlTdft • . • *1 
The roof began to moni^kt, aloft ; ^i. j. *l „ '' 
Aloft rofe every bean* and rafter j^ . -; 
The heavy wal^dimb*d ilowly after. ^ 

The chimq^j widen'*^ and grewiiigher,* 5j- , 
Became »a ftcqp^ W|i«}i a.fpire. ^ •• - - . 

The kett]« t» phe to^ijwas ho!!}, , •^•^ . 

And there flood fa!li^'<tto'^ jdifi^* *% ^ *t- i ^ 
But with the upfide ddwn, to Ihow' ^ .r # ' 
lis incHnation fof Wow :". "^ * - . . • 60 

In vain ; for ^fuf^rior force ' > » ' ^ " 
Apply'd at bottom flops its courfe : . ■♦ ^ 

Doom'd evcrln f^fpe^ce to dwell,* '" . ' - ♦ V *' 
'Tis now no kettle, ^ut a belLi> ♦ ♦. » ■ ^ 

A woode:>jack, which fiad ||imo5- % •*,' ""65 
Lofl by difufe tlie aft'^to roa^, V . * -^''^ w ' 
A fudden al^er^ion fe%ls, . ^, ' * ^ ♦ •»* . * 
Increas'd by new>intGftine wheels'; • ' , ' -J 
And, what e*ilttrth» woncfer m6<e, ' J/V- V ji 
The numbcf made the nifkk)h-flow*er/< •* 70^* 

'^i'he flier, ^though 'fchad leaden feer, .. * * "| 

Turn'3 round fo quick, you fcarce' c^tfrdjec*'tj 
But, flacken'iby fornc fectetpowar, . ^ 

Now hardly moves an incfi an iioiy. ^ *'- * ^k 
Thft jack and tUimrfey, near allj^l, '. * H* 75 "*' 

Had never left each oth|?r*s fiua : 

" ' • The \ 

4 . ^ J 



BAUCI* ANp PHIjftMON. 51 

• The chimney to a fteeplegro^iiy 
■ f be jack would rfqt k: icft alone ^ 
But, up ^ainft Ac fteeplc rear'c^, 

• Became a clocks ami flill adh^'d; . S« 
Jknd flSiHts love to houiholcUcares, ■ ' r » 

"^y a ini^ill voice at Qoon, ^eclarai^ 
Warning th^tcook-mjiid not to bjfrn 
Tliat roaft-oicat, Vnich it carmot turn.* 
^ Tlie groapifxg-chair began to crawl, • "$5 

Like^ huge fnaJl, al(Jng*he wall; ' 
ThereTluck aloft in public vi^Wf* .. ' ' 

Ap^/'Witn ^aiall change, a pufcjt' grew, 
prbe porringers, that irv a row 
^ Hving high, 1|p4 "^«iP a |;litt]f ring fhpw, ; 90 

To a lefs noble frbftancc chajg*d, . , » • 

Wer^ij^w b\jt leatlicrn b^Acts rgng'd. 
The ballads, pafted on,the wall, • 

. * Of Joan of ^raijc^ and finglilh Moll, ^ 

Fair Rofamonc^ and Robin {logd, 95 

* The' tittle Children in the Wqod,. 
^o.wjecm'd to look abundance bctteV^ . . « 

f ' Imp'rov'd in^i£^ure, TizCj.aM^ttej; '• .« 

^ A4id, higlvjji order flac'd, -^cfcribe ,. ^ ► 

The teraldry Qf every, tribe * . . io« 

A bedftead of the antique mode, « 
Compa£l of timber many a load. 
Such 7s our aocedors did }ife, 
"Was metaiAon)hos'd into pews j 

* The tribes of Ifriel are fometimes diftlngui/lied in 
country churches by ihe enfigns given tox\\cm\>^^ ^?^co\>. 
K.2 VJ^v.^^ 
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\^^ich Aill iheir lOi&nt* nature ke^. 

By lodgin^/olk^difpo&'d toHlerp. •* 

The cottage by fuch ^ts*as tSek , ^ 
Crrown to a church by ju(V degree, : . 
Th» hei%iits theQ-defir'd their ho/t. ' >^ 
To aik for wha«lie ^nCy'd lAoft. ^ 

PKilemon, having paus\l a while, ^ ' 
Return'd them thank^ in homely flylef 
Then faid. My houfe is grown fo fili^ 
Methinks, I Ailf would cairit minei. ' j- 
I 'm ofi, and fafti Would Ure||t eafe i ^ * 
Make me the ^^n^, if you plcaic.^* ^'. 

He fpoke, and prefeiitly he fjpcls '^ ■ 

His grazier's c^^at fall dq^m Ms httlgi ' , 
Hf fcesi yet lianJ]^ fan believ^p, .f 
About each arn» % pudding- fleeve ; / "^ 
His waiflcoat to a caflfocfc grow, \ ' 

And both aiTum'd a fable hue ; 
But, being old, continued juft * , ^• 

As thr€ad-l)ar6> and as full of duft. »• ■■*' . 
.- His talk was' now of tkbes yi^^ttes t 
He fmok'd h^ pipp, 'IncI read tho ne^ i' 
Knew Jiow ro preach aid fermons neJ% 
VarapM in the preface and <hc text^ r^ 

At cl^i^cnings well could a£l his pah,^ 
And Jtad the ferviceall by healtj 
Wiih'd wonven might I^vochHdreh^afl', 
And thought wliofe fowhid fuix>iK*dtaft| 
Again ft dijiniers would repine;, 
And /lood up firm f^r^ri^ht ilhiw i 
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*Wounii )hs hea(f fill'd \nth nian^ a.fyftcm t 13$ 
Cut clalfic autliQrSy — be ne'er mifit* d 'eixu 

* Thtl« havirtj^Vurbifli* up a parfon, 

' Dame Baucis ifexclhey pTayU; heir. farce on. 
Inftead of hMc-fpun coihp were feea « 
Qof^ Diitnea^edgfd with c$lhertt€n ; 140 

' , Her petticoat, transformed apa^. 
Became black fattin flounc'd with lace. 
fliim'^ootljf \|gu)d no langcr down, ^ 

*Twas l^aihm, in Ijeiygrogram-go^fn. -^ 

* r mUemon was in yeat furprizc, 14^ 

Ani hardly cv«ld believe h'u eye% 

AmazM to fee her look fo prim ; « 

And flie aAicM as much at hiAi.^ 

Thus happy in their cliangc of life ^ 

Were fevcral years tais man anfl wife : 150 

MThcn i)n a day, v^ich prov'd their laft, 

DifcouHing o'c-r old' llories pa{^ 

^Tkcy went bj chance, amidft their talk. 

To the church-yard to take a ^alk ; 

When ftautis iitftily cry 'd out, * i^^ 

My 4ear, I fee your forehead fprour ! 

Sprout 1 quotltthe maa ; what 's t^s you tell us ? 
. I4iot>e you don't believe me jealous ! 

But yet, mcthinki, I feel it triic j 

And really yonrt id budding too -« 160 

«^ Kaj^ -^ n6w I cannot Ilir my foot ; 
" It feels as if 'twere taking root« • 

Defcriptioo would but tire my Mufe ; 

In ihorty they both were turn'd tojenjas, 

s ■» .. E 3 Old 
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■> " " \ '" .* 

Old Goodman Do];)fon of the green "^ i 

Remembe'rs, Ue the (rets has %n ; ^ * 

; He '11 talk of them from noon tSl nighty 

'And; gbcs with folks'to ihc^ the fights 

On Sundays, after •vening-prajW^ 

He gathers all the parWh there ; ^' '*','♦.■' i 

Points out the {9ace of either j>mu ;, * - 

Here Baucisi there -Philemon, grew: ^ 

^ilf once a parfon of ^r town^ , "^^ > 

To mend lys barn, cut B^cis dowrf ; 

• At which 'tis hard to be belir^'d : ' '^ 3 

How much die other U"ee was^jgriey'd,- 

l» Grew fcrubbtd, dyid a-top, was ftunted ; 

So the next parTon ftubb'd and tJuAt it. ' j 



On the fuppofed Dbath of.i PARTRyo^^ 
the Almanack-Maker. ^708., 

. '' • -V^ * ■ 

TT7E L I* ; 'tis as Bickerftaff has guefs'd^ 
^ ^ Thoagh we all took it ^r a jcit :"" 
Partridge i^ d^d ; nay more, he dy'd ^ ^ 
Ere he could prove the goo^ 'fquire ly'd* , 
Strange, an aftrologer fhould di^ , 

Without one wonder In "the fky I • , . • 
Not one of all his crony (lars *" i 

To pay their duty at his he^e F 
No meteor, no eclipfe appeay'd 1 
No comet with a flaming beard .! ^ ^ 



.1 
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Th^\% his rofe, yid gpne'to bed; 
Juft |is if Pamdge-werc not dead j 
ISdr'liid himfclf bchinS the 1119011. 
;, To mike a^lr^dftjl niglirat noon. 
He at fit p*A)ds wal^s through Aries, 
ftoye*^<^r ^rthly motion varies j . 
,. And twicc.a^j'car h» '11 cut th' equator, 
As i^ there bad been Mf) fuch maftfr. 
Some witslivie i5;x>nder'd ii^at analogy 
. Thew is 'twi^t ^ cabling and ajlnlogy j 

How'Partridge ma<Te his optia rife 
' . From zJJjpe-file to reach tl»e Ikiq^, 
" A lift the coblcr'f (fenjples tie^^ ' 
To keep the bpir out of his eves ; 
. Fronyi^eiicc 'tis plain, x\}ii diadem^ 
That princrt* wear -derives from them : 
And therefore cron.Vii5 zte now-a-davs ■ 
"' Adorn'd ^hh golcfcfhjfatu andr^l; 
Which pTatoIy Ihevv^ the" near aHiance 
^Twixt €i(bling and the flaneti jc'tmce, 
15ef!dcs, >Ivit flow-pac'd figiiftoot^s, 
■ iJAs |Jti| mifcallM, we know not who 'tis : ■ * 

But Partriiigc cndedtall difpuftcs ; , 
■ Jff'e knew his trade, and ^alTd it t ho^ts, 
■^ The ^o^-«#^«oo/f, which Iteretoforc 
Upof) their ih^ss the Rotnans wore, 
VVlwfe wuleiicis kept their tocii'from corn9> 

And whence we claim owx' Jboeing-bornSy 
* 
* Partridge was a cobkr. f See his almanack. 
. E 4 - ^\\t\\^ 



£6 swiFT^is paEMp. "• 

Shews how tlw'lirt of a^Iif^hczn^ 5*= ^ * * 
A near refemblancc to thi^eres,^ % * 

A fcrap oC parfbmtkt Rung- h^gfometfyi<^ > . 
(A great refinement in ^araw^ry) ^ .. ! 

Can, like the ftaraf; forfctelhiic Wj^aCMir ; ^ 
And what is parcbmdnt eliie but kftbw /-," / ^**. 
Which an aftrologer mi^t nfc * * t^ ' 

Either loi- a1mana<B oc^^/. • <^ ^ • 

Thus Panrirfg^by his wi^afi^ parts . ' , , 
At once did pra6life both thefe art|p * J> , ** * * 
And as the lyjclfeg owl (or'Wither. ^^ * * * 

The bat, fcccauftS hc^ wings are leather) ^ ■**' i-^- . 
Steals from her private «e{| }>y nightj ' * ' , 
And flies about tke candle- Iighf J, ^ ' - J 
So learned PartridgB fiould «« welt ^ ■^. <^ 

Creep in the dark from leatttrn Ut% . ' ^ ^ "^ ^ 
And in his fancy rfy at far ' ^ ' , ^ 

To peep upon a twinklingilar. - ^ . * i '■ 

BefideS) he could confound the Jffitiigs, , « 

And fct the f4finet$ by the ears s ^ , ' ! 

To ftiew hfe ikifl, he Mars could join • < ' 
To Venus in eifpjSi fnalign ; * ^ * * 6 ^ 

Then call io Mei^gnry for aid,, '^ ^ 

And cure tlic wounSs'that Venus made.- .•• > 

Great icholan hive in- Luciaa.re^, ' ^ 

Whcii Philip-king of Greece wa| (lead, ^ . 
Hisyitf/ and ^/«/ did divide, ' ^ • 

And each part took ^ difFeje^t fide : . •' ;, * ' • 
One rofc a ftar ; the otiier fell • * * •■■ 

Beneath^ and mended Iboes in hell. " ;.^ ■ 
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ALEGY ON^ partridge. 57 

^' Th«» Pmndge Aill ib|ne^ in each nt, 
'The r0&/i«^ and.^bzr^ftf«/«^ part. 
And h inftaU'd as good^ a (tar r 

ii As any^of the Caefars are. p' 

^ TriuBOphwit ftat! fome pity fliow • ■• ' 
On cohAm militant below, 
Whom roguifh boys in Aormy nights ' 

, Torment by piffing out their lights, 

• d^^lirough a-chink convey thek fmoke 
""^ ftclds'd ^r/yCr/r/ taxhoke. 

■ Thovw ^*g^ cxalttd«in thy f^ilicrc, 
May^ follow flill thy calling there. 
^ ,To thee the Bull m^ lend his bide^ '• 

^y Phgebut newly tann'd and dry'd : 
' ^Ji^rthee they Aj^o's hulk will tax, 
t- '.^Jid^crape her pitchy (ides for naax : 

. Then Ariadne kindly lends * ' ' . 

Vhl- braided hair to make thee ent& ; p 

^^cTpomcs of Sagittarius' dkrt 
* Ti^s to an afwl by heavenly art; 

Aod Vulcan, wheedled by hi^ wife^ , ' 

Willibrge for thee z p0uriM^'kuift, 
F*r want of room by, Virgo's fute, 
^ Shtf^^ll flnun a point, and i^t adride,. 
■^^o tike thee kindly in kOwein 5 " 

^ And then thc^iu will be tbirteeit, 

' * T H E E P 1 TAP H. 

r 

. HER E, five fee^ deep, Uss oa Vtts\i9((^ 
' A caiUr, Jlarmuger, aod q^^k \ 
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Who rothe//7rj_ii| jjjBc gootl-will ^ i* 
!Does to'iiis beft Took upNVfctcHlill. 
W(^p; all you cuftomcE^ that ufe • 
His piMsf his almanacks, brjhoes r r ' 

And }^ou that did your fortunes feck • 
j^tep to if'.s grave but once a week : *• * 
^liis cartli, which bcar^ Uis body's prtof^ 
Yo\l ll'fiiKl has f<j mucU virtue \n% * 
Tl^ I dnrft pa<(rn tny cars 'twill tell 'i| 

Whace'er. concerns yot fiiU u wxW, ^ . V 
In plfvfitk, ftolirt'^codsy of love^ 4 

•As Ue himfelf couFd, when above. ^ 

MER-iiN's prophecy:; J 

E V E N and ten addyd to nine, ' 
*^*Of Fiaiince her wqe this is the (jrgne, 
1> Tamys/ivcrc twys y*frozcn, ,fv 

Walkc fans weryng*lhoefnaiiozcn. ^ "* 
'I'hcn comytlf foorthe, ich undcrllotide^ 
' j^rom towAc of Uotfe to fattyn londe> 
An bardie chiftan*, ^voc the morne, . .. 
To Fiaupcc that evere he^wa* bom. 
Then fliall the fyfhc f bewcyle his bofle ; 

-l^r flAll grin berryl-J make up the lolfc. • 
Yongc Symnclc | ihafl again mifcanryc : 
And Norways prj^d § agaia' fhall marrey.. 

■ And from tbo t/ee wh«fe btefum»fee!c, . < 
Rife fruit (hall come, and all is wcle. 1, 

* D. of Marlborough. ^ f The Daup 

; D. of Berry. I Th<; yciung' Pretender. § Q. 

4 • R 
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MERLIN'S FRaPHECY. sf 

RouQis fhall daunce lipnde is honde*. 
And it (hall be meiyCin old Inglonde, . 
, Then old Inglonde ihall be ilo more, 
' And ho man fliall be forie'therefore. 

Gciyoh't fKall hive three- hedes agayne, 
'i Tili Hapfbnrge % makyth them but twayfte. 

A DESCRIPTION OF 
1* W ff MORNING. 1709. 

row hardly here and there an hackney-coach 
Appearing, fliew'd the "ruddy morn'is approaclu 
*^Now Befty from hor mafter*s bed had flown, - 
AndToftly ftole to difcompoTc; her. own j 
' • The ilipfliod 'prentice from his mafter's door . 
• Had piir'd the dirt, and fprinkled.rowid fheiloor. 
Now Moll had whirl'd l^r mop with dextrous airs, 
..Prcpar'd t9 icrub tlip entry and the ftairs. 
. The youth with brpqmy ftumps began to trace 
.. Th* kennel's edge, wliere wheels had worn the pUce» 
■• The fmall-coal-man was- heard with cadence deep 
Till<Irown'd in thriller notes of chipincy-fweep : 
"* Dun9-at his lyordfhip's gate began to meet ; 
I ^ And brick-duftMoll had fcRam'd through half die flrect. 
The turnkey now his flock returning' fees, 
D^y let out a-nights to fteal for foes : 
' 'The watchful bailiffs take their fileftt (lands, 
*And fchool-boys lag with fatchels in their hands. 

* By <hc y nion. f A king of Spain (lava b>j HttcviV^. 
t The Archduke Cliailks was of thdla^^wx^i^xxvOi.^. 
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A D^SCRll^TlON OF 
A" G I T Y- I U O W'P •ft. 

. ^ In Imitation of Virgil's Gcorgics. 1710." 
« ' i 

^^ A R E F U L qbfcrvers may fo^^etel the hour ^ ^ 
^^ (By ifuit prognoftics) wften to djttad a ihowei;!, 
While rain depends, the penfive caif gives o'er 
Her frolicks, and purfues her tail bo more. '* 

Returning home at night, you '11 Hnd the ftik ^.^''' 
Strike your tended fenl^ wit3i double ftink. 
If you, be wife, then go aot far to dine j i 

You *ltfpcnd in coachrhij^roore than'fave in wyxe* • 
A coming fhower your fhboting corns prefage, y 

Old aches will throb/ your hollow tooth wiM rage j 
Saui^teririg in co1fee«houfe is Dylmazj^feen; t* 

He darnn^ tfie climate, and jxnnplains oi^leen, « ^' 

Meanwhile the &>uth, riiing wtth d^bbl^ wingH ' * 
A fable cjo^d jjthwart the welkin flings^ 
Tlhit fwiird more liquor than it could codt^tain^ ' 
"And, like a drunkard, gives it up a^ain. ' . c 
Briik Sufan whijA her lipen from the rope. 
While the firfl drizzling fbbwer it borne aflope'f ^~ 
Such is thacfprinkling Wmch fome earelefs .quean 
Flirts on you from her mop^ but not f« clean \ 
You fly, invoke ^e go^ ; then^ turning, flop • ^ 
To rail ; ihe, (inging, fUll whirls on her mop. ^ 

Not vtt the duft had Ihunn'd th' unequal flrife, 
But| aided by^e wind, fought itill for life, { ^* 
9 ^nd 



A CITY SHOWER. it 

|t And^wafwd ^yitb iu foe b^'-viole^ gull,. 

^ 'y^as dotrtitfnl w :ich;was lain, «ncl which was duft. 

Ah ! Vhcre muft needy jofet ft*k for aid, 
Wfhca dttft and run ttontc his^oat invade } 
^ -Si^ coati where duft cenienre^ by the ram 
^^•fts the nap, Jihd leaves a cjoudy ftain ! 
I" ~ l}ow is Q|fitiguotts drops the flood comet down, 
"Threatening w,ith delugt thia devoted town. 
yp fhops in crouds the daggled fcxpalcj fly, • 
Ilretend to cheapen goods, but nothing buy, 
;.Thc templar lpruce,'whfli every %>ut •s abroach^ 
* - Suy^till *iid f^r, y^t feems |o call a coach. 
Tlic rucK'd-up femfirefg walks with hafty ilifdes^ 
Wl^lp ftream» sun dowa her oil'd vmbreUa^ fidea. * 
Here l^uriMs kinds, by varbus fortunes led, 
' Conofnence acquaiptance underneath a flied. 
Triumphant Toriet, and defponding Whigs 
Forget their feuds, and jo^ to fav« tlieir wigs« 
Bffi^d in a chaic, the beau impatient iiss, 
Wtile fpouts run clattering o'er the roof by iha^ 
And ever and anon wifh f right6il ilin 4 
The leather founds ; he trembles from widiQL ' 
.So when Troy ch^tnen bore the woodm ileed. 
Pregnant with Greeks impatient to be ^eed, 
: <Thofc bully Gjeekf, who, as the modems 1^, 
Inftead of paying chairmen, ran them through), 
Laocoon flruck the outdde with his fpear, 
And each imprifonM hero quak'd for fe^r. 

Now from all parts the fwclling kennels flow. 
And bear their .tfqphiesAi^chthem as they go : 
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Filths of all hues ami odours feetii ta tell . -i ^ 
What Itrect they (uIl\f'trom by their fight mnd^finell^ 
They, ^s e^ch torrent driifes, 'with rapid force, * >• 
From Smithfield or St 'F^lchr^ fhape tjicir caurfe. 
And in huge coufluencc j«intl,at SnowhiU ridgei >^ 
Fall frouk the cohduit prone to Holbourd bridge. 
Sweepings from butchers* flails, dung, guts,, and*] 
* blood, * . " . ■ ■ ' ! 

Drown'd pjippics, {linking fprats, alU drenched in | 

mud.^ • •• \ 'x *•. • »! 

Dead Cats,- and turnip- tops, |^me '.tumbling down | 

the flood. " " rj 

^ i ' ^ .^^ /'' 

On the Little I^ouse ;by''The CinfiiqH-¥>Ri 

OF CASTL-ENOCk." I7IO. ' 

TTTHOEVER pleafeth to enquire 
^ ^ .Why yonder deeply wants a fpire, ^ 

Thc^rey old fellow poet * Joe 
The philofophic caufe will £how. 
Once on titfc a weilern blafl \ 
At Tcaik'twelve inches overcaft, 
V Reckoning roef, weafhercock, al^ all, 
Which came with a prodigious £all ; 
And tumbling topfy-turvy round 
Liglit with its bottom on the ground. 
. For, by the laws of gravitation, . 
It fell into its proper flatidn. 



* Mr. Beaumont of Trim, 
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.'* •* * 

. ^ Tbi% is the "little flrutting pile, . * ^ ' 

JToufcc juft by the church -yard ftil^ ; 

The (vaH& in tumbling gafe « knock 5' 
^. And tfjus the /leeple got t fhocjc -^ ^ % 

. *From wjjcnce the ncigitbouring farmer calls, 
.^Tbe ftgeplc, Knod-, the Vicar, * ff^ajls!' 

* The vic«r cftice a week creeps in, "* 

■ Sits with Ills knees ^up to his cjiinj _ , 

Hef^*cenr.s his nttioV/ and takes a wjict, * ^ ]* 

^ TiU t^e" ii|ia?l ragged flock- is met. 

. A^a'^cller, wlio bj^tPid iTifcfs,^'. T 

* ^bfcrt'J the roof belli nd the grafs ; ' ^ 

#' On tiptoe Hood, aadtf(5r'd his fnput, * ' ** .' 
' ,^ntt faw the parfon crccphig out j , 

Was uiuch fur{)riz'c^<j i'a^ grow ' . 4 ^ " 

Venture to Miild his ncft fo low. ' 
'. * A {chool-i)oy ran-unto 't, and tlioiight, ^ ^ 

A The crib was down, the'blackbfwl caught, 

A tWrd,- who loil loi way by night, ♦ ^1" 

\\flis*forc*dfori"afety tonight j .. ^ 
' And, flepping (^er lh«t fabric-noof, 
« His horfc had like to fpoU his hoof. x 

Warburton f tookiic in hib noddle, ' ' *' 

This building ^?as dcfign'd' a model ' 

Or of a pigpoft-l7(nif(^ or Qvgn, . *" . ; - 

To bake one loaf, .and keep one dove in. 
Theq Mrs Jgjj^fon % gave her verdift, ." y ' 

And every one was pieas*^ that Reard it : , , 

■ ♦ Archdeaco* W«1I^ a c^efpdndent of Swift's. 
t Dr. SwifCs curate at Laracor.* '1 ?>xs\\\. 
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1A.11 that you make this fti|; about -* ^ 

Is but a flijl #Wch ^anfs a Tpout. 
Theitvcren^ Dr. * Raymond gucik'd ^ 
, More probably than all ilie reft ; -. ' 
He faid, but that it >w|nted room, « 

It might 3ia¥e be«ri a pigmy's tomb. . ,•• . 
The do£lor*s family came by, ^ ' ^ ' 

- -And litde mifs began to cry ;. ^ 

vCive me that houfe in«i7«^Wn^nd1 ' * •* 
Then madam l»de t^^^'chariot ftand," : - '** 
fCiXV^ to the ckiric, m maAoer mild, , / 
jPra^, r^ach that tliiilg hereto Hie childr: * 

• .That thing, I teean, among Ae kale ; 
,An^ here '« to bay -a pot of ale. " ' 

•the dcji. faid^tp l#r, jt^ia hea^ 
. \What I fetf-m3r mailer's country feafj - 

• 'Vherjt he <;bmcs every wcefc-fi-om t<hvn'! * *- 
' J9e would not fcn it-fbil \:crown. .♦ . 

*); Pol^t fejlow, keep «oi kicK a potl>«r j ^ 
' In half anjiour tboo 'itmake another. ^ 
Says t Nancy^;«I can make for mifs-. 
-A finer houfe ten*" times than tjjtis ; * ' 
•rtiugi dean-will ^iA m6 wiUow-fticlB, 
^d Joe my «p)fOin-fSil^of brfc^ 

'. * Minifter of Tiim; • . . 

M^Thc wait^-womaB. 
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THE y, I.RTUES 
• , b F 

SID HAMET^TiiE MAorGIAlJ^ ROD. 

'^T^HE rod wns but a hannlefs wand, 
"*■ . While Mofes held it in' his handj 
Buty foon as'e'^r he -laUtH drwitf * 
n*)fas a devouru^ ferpent gf own. 
. Our great nM^kian, Haraet Sid, 
^eyeHeswhaft &e prophet did : 
His rod was *%oneft EngHfii wogd. 
That fenfelefs in a cofner iloo^^ 
Tilly metamorpWs'd by his grafp^ 
It grew an all-de^ouriiig afp; 
tVouId hifsy and fHi^, and rril, and twiiVy 
^ the mere vinufe o£ his fill j 
But, when he laid ii do^ivn, as quick 
Refum'd the figure of a (lick. * 

So 40 her midnight-fsafk the hag 
Rtdes on a brooihftick for a nag. 
That, raised by inagrck of her breedl, 
O'erfea and land cotivey^ the witch ; 
But with th6 iriornirigHtiwn refuMes 
The peaceful ftate of common broosirs* 

They tell us fomething (Irange add odd 
About a certain magic rod ^, 

^The *virgula divina, faid to be attra^ed by tnm^t^l'&v 
Vol. I. F HlVax^ 
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That, bending down its top, divines 
Whene'er the foil has golden tninesf' 
Where there are none, it (lands end:. 
Scorning to (hew the leaft rc(pc6k i 
As ready was the ivandofSU 
To bend where golden mines were hid { 
In Scottilh hills found piecious ore *, 
Where none e'er look'd for it before; 
And by a gentle bo*w divin'd 
How well a cuHys purfe was lin'd ; 
To a forlorn and broken rake 
Stood without motion, like a (lake. 

The rod of Hermes was renown'd 
For charms above and under ground ; 
To deep could mortal eye-lids fix, 
And drive departed fouls to Styx. 
That rod was juft a type of Sid's, 
Which o'er a Britifli fenate's lids 
Could fcatter opium full as well. 
And drive as*^ mzny fouls to belL 

Sid's rod was (lender, white, and tall. 
Which oft hcus'd to Ji/b withal; 
A plaice was faflen'd to the hook. 
And many.fcore of gudgeons took : 
Yet (lill fo happy vTas his fate. 
He caught his;^, and fav'd his bait, 

Sid's brethren of the conjuring tribe 
A circle with their rv^defcribe, 

* Suppofcd to ailudc to the Union, 
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Which proves a magical redoubt , 
To keep mifcbievous Jpirits out. 
'Sid's rod was of a lai^r fbride. 
And made a circle thnce as wide, 
V/\itxt J^irits throng'd with hideous din, 
And he flood tliere to take tbem in : 
'But, when th' inchanted rodwsLS hroie. 
They vanilh'd in a {linking fmokc. 

Achilles* fceptre was of wood, 
Like Sid*s, but nothing near fo good ; 
That down from anceftors divine 
*Tranfmitted to the hero's line ; 
Thence, through a.long-de(cent of kings. 
Came an heir-loom, as Homer fings. 
Though this defcription looks fo big, 
Thzt fceptre was a faplefs twig, 
Which, from the fatal day, when firft 
It left the Yoreft where 'twas nursM, 
As Homer tells us o'er and o'er, 
Nor leaf, nor fruit, nor bloflbm, bore. 
Sid's fceptre, full of juice, did (hoot 
.In golden bough;, and golden fruit ; 
And he, the dragon never fleeping. 
Guarded each fair Hefperian pippin* 
No bobby-borfef »with gorgeous top. 
The deareft in Charles Mather's * Ihop, , 

Or glittering tinCbl of May-fair, 
Could with thif rod of Sid compare. 

* An eminent toynwn in Fleet-ftrect, . v 

F 2 TV'i^x 
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Dear Sid, then, wHy weft t&bii to nM 
To break thy r«</ Kkc nau^ty laSI 
You (hould have kifs'd it ih your diftrefs. 
And then rcturn'd it to jour 'mtjlrefi j 
Or made it a t^ewiharkct * fwitch. 
And not a roJ for thy own breech. 
But iince old Sid has broken tlus, 
His next may be a rod in pi/s. 



ATLAS; OR, llilB: MlfNISTEfe (JF §TAtE. 
% 'to T 'H e 

LORD tkEASUitER* 0|t6Rb. I7I0* 

' « ■ 

A T LAS, 'we read in ancient fbng, 
^^ Was To exceedin*g tall and ^oing, 
He bore the (kies upon his back, 
Juft as a pedlar does his pack : 
But, as a pedlar overprefs'd 
Unloads upon a flail to refl. 
Or, when he caA no longer fland, ^' 
Deiires a friend to Tend a Hbhd ; 
So Atlas, led' the ponderous fphefes 
Should (ink, and fall about his eafs> 
Got Hercules ^o bear the pHe, 
That he might fit 'and t^ a While. 

♦ Lord Godolphin is fatirized by Mr. Pope for a 
Urong attaclitticnt tb tiie ttiff. Sec his "Mdral Effays. 

1 Yet 
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Yet Hwrcijlps Vj^^^ tiot fo ftrqng. 
Nor could have borne it half fo long. 

Great {UtefmeD are in thi^ cpnditibn s 
And Atlas is a poUtician, 
A prmi^ miniikr of ilate ; 
Alcidj^i one of fecond rate. 
Suppofe then Atlas ne'er fo wife; 
Yet, when the weight of kingdoms lies 
Tpo long upon his fingle ^oulfiers, 
Sink do^wn he muil» or find upboLUrs. 

Scene, The Royal Exchange, 
* k 

CpRYDON. 

•]^rOW the keen rigour of the winter's o'er, 
"^ ^ % hail defc.ends, |^d frods can pinch no morei 
Whilft oth^j: girls confcfs the genial fpring, 
' And 1augl> aipu.d> Qr amorous ditties fing, 
Secure from cold tl^eir lovely necks difplay, 
And throw each ufel^s chafing-diih away $ 
"Why tits my Phillis difcpntented here. 
Nor feels the turn of the revolving year } 
Why on that brow dwell forrow and difmay. 
Where Loy^ were wqnt to fport, and Smiles to play ? 
Phillis. Ah, Corydon ! furvcy the 'Change aroupd. 
Through all the 'Change no wretch like me is found : 
Alas ! the day, when I, poor heedlefs maid, 
Was to your rooms in Lincoln's-Inn betray 'd j 
Then how you fwore, how many vows you made ! 

F 3 X^ 



} 



Vo SWIFT'S FO E M S. 

Ye liftening Zephyrs, that o'crhcard his lovc,- 
Waft the foft accents to the gods above, 
Alas ! the day j for (oh, eternal fhame !) 
I fold you handkerchiefs, "and lofl my fame. 

Cor. When I forget the favour you beftow'di 
Red herrings fliall befpawn'd in Tyburn Road. 
Fleet-ftreet transformed become a flowery green, 
And mafs be fung where operas are feen. 
The wealthy cit and the St. James's beau 
Shall change their quarters, and their joys forego j 
Stock-jobbing this to Jonathan's fhall come. 
At the Groom Portcr*s that play off his plum. 

Phil. But what to me does>all that love avail. 
If, whilft I doze at home o*er porter's ale, 
Each night with wine and wenches you regale ? 
My live-long hours in anxious cares are paft, 
And raging hunger lays my beauty wafte. 
On templars fpruce in vain I glances throw> 
And with (hrill voice invite them as they go. 
Exposed in vain my glofly ribbands fhihe, 
And unregarded wave upon the twine. 
The week flies round j and, when my profit 's known 
I hardly clear enough to change a crown. 

Cor. Hard fate of virtue, thus to be difbrefl. 
Thou faireft of thy trade, and far the beft ! 
As fruitmens ftalls the fummer-market grace,^ 
And ruddy peaches them ; as firfl in place 
Plum-cake is feen o*er fmaller paftry ware^ 
And ice on that; fo Phillis does appear 
lo play houfe and in park, above the reft * 
Of belles mechaoic, elegantly dxeiL 

S ^^ 
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Phil. And yet Crepundia, that conceited fair, . 
Amidft her toys, afFc6ts a fancy air, 
And views me hourly with a fcomful eye. 

Cor. She might as well with bright Cleora vie. 

Phil. With this large petticoat I ftrive in vain 
To hide my folly paft, and coming pain ; 
'Tis now no fecret ; fhe, and fifty more, 
Obferve the fymptoms I had once before: 
A fecond babe at Wapping muft be plac'd. 
When I fcarcc bear the charges of the laft. 

Cor. What I could raife I fent ; a pound of plumS| 
Five (hillings, and a coral fbr his gums ; 
To-morrow I intend him fomething more. 

Phil. I fent a frock and pair of ihoes before. 

Cor. However, you Ihall home with me to-night, 
Forget your cares, and revel in delight, 
I have in ftore a |Mnt or two of wine, 
Some cracknels, and the remnant of a chine. 

And now on either fide, and all around, 
The weighty {hop-boards fall, and bars refound; 
Each ready femftrefs ilips her pattins on. 
And ties her hood, preparing to be gone. 

THE FABLE OF MIDAS. 
1711. 

TiTID AS, we are in ftory told, 
-*-^-*' Tum'd every thing he touched to goU: 
He cbip'd his bread; the pieces round 
Glitter'd like fpangks on the ground t 
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A codlings ae it weo^ iis lip in* 
Would ftnut bqcome ^g^Um piwin s 
He call*d for 4nal^ ; yov bw lum ijop^ 
P,$ti^ gold ia goldeM €t^ : 
Hb empty paui^d^ that he mi^t €ilp 
He fuck'd his vi&uals tl^oug^ i^ qifil\ ^ .- 
Untouch'd it pafs'd becw]^n l^s gri^dpif^ 
Or 't had been happy fos goii^Jmfiri s 
He cock'd his hat, you would have £ud. 
Mambrino's helm adorned lus head t 
Whene'er he cha&c'd his Ivmds to lay 
On magaxiagj of corn or ^^ 
Gold ready coin'd appear*dy inlbead 
Of palpry provemUr and bread; 
Hence by vnfe farmers we sgre tojld,. 
Old ba]f is <^iy^{/ /« 0/4/ gold ; 
And hence a ^ridc deep n>aint^^;qi9y 
We learn'd to weigh oxagM hy grofif^ 

This fdol had got a lucfy bit ; 
And people fancy'd he 1^ \yit. 
Two gods tl)f ir fkill in mufick try'df. 
And both choTe Midas tp decide ; 
He againft Phoebus' harp decreed. 
And gave it for Pan's oatea reed : 
The god of wit, to Ihew his grudge-,. 
Clapt aj/W ears upon the judge ^ 
A goodly pair, erfc£l and wide, 
Wtvicl^ he could neither ^4/^ nor l^ic. 

And now the virtue of liis banfy 
Was loft among Pa&olu>' £^nds, 

Againft 



Agunft whofe tonf^t yih^ \^ (vm^. 
The g9idett fcurf p(Kels^ff his Umjbs : 
Fimc fprca^j^ thjP news, 9^4 PP9P^ ^W5^ 
From fiv ta smhf^: jo^. grav^ ; 
Midas, expos'4 19 4^ thi^|r jfCttSy 
Had loft his art, xod Itjepc liis «ars., 

THIS tale inclines the gentle reader 
To think upon a certain Uadtri 
To whom from Midas down, defcenda 
That virtue in the fingers' ends. 
What elfe by perquifites are meant. 
By penj^tt J f bribes, and three per cetet^ 
By places and commjkms fold, 
And turning dung itfelf to gold f 
By flarving in the midft of flore. 
As tidier Midas did before ? 

None e'er did modern ^^das ^xxk, 
Sub)e£t or patron of lus Mufe, 
But found him thus their merit fc^n. 
That Phoebus muft give place to Pan : 
He values not the poet's praife, 
N^r will e](cb^i}ge his plii^\ for bqgt . 
To Pan alone rich mifers call ; 
And there's the jeft, for Pan is all. 
Here £ngli& wits will be to feek, 
Howe'er, 'tis aH one in tbe Greek, 

Befides, it plainly now appears 
Our Midas too hath qffks* ears i 
Where every fool his mouth apples. 
And whifpcrs ia a tboufand lies | 
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Such grofe dclufiotts could not pafs 
Throujgh any cars but of an afs, 

Bmv goU defiles with frequent touch ; 
There *s nothing fouls the hand fo mudi : 
And fcholars give it for the caufe 
Of Britilh Midas' dirty paws ; 
Which while i\\tfenate ftrovc to fcour. 
They wafh'd away the cbemic power. 

While he his utmoll ftrength apply*d. 
To fwim againd this popular tide. 
The goUin fpoils flew off apace ; 
Here fell ^penfion, there z place'. 
The torrent mercilefs imbibes 
Commiffionsy perquifites, and bribes i 
By their own weight funk to the bottom $ 
Mueb good may do tbem tbat have caught *em$ 
And Midas now negle6led flands, 
With ajfes* ears, and dirty bands. 

AN EXCELLENT NEW SONG: 171 

BEING THE INTENDED SPEECft OF 

A FAMOUS ORATOR AGAINST PEACE* 

A N Orator difmal of Nottinghamjbiref 
^^ Who has forty years let out his confcience to bin 
Out of zeal for his country, and want of a pUtce^ 
Is come up, vi & armis, to break the queen's peace. 

* The lord treafurer having hinted a wifh one evenii 
that a ballad nught be made on the earl of Nortingham 
this fong was written and printed the next monung. 
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He has vamp'd an old fpeech» and the court, to thebr 

forroWy 
Shall hear him^ harangue againft Prior to-morrow.. 
When once he begins, he never will flinch, 
But repeats the fame note a whole day, like a Finch; 
I have heard all the fpeech repeated by Hoppy, 
And, ** Miftakes to prevent, I 've obtained a copy.* 



THE SPEECH. 

WHEREAS, noinvitbfiandimgf I am in gtsat psdn^ 
To hear we ave making a peace without Spain ; 
But, mefi nobis Senators f 'tis a great fhame^ 
There fliould be a peace,, wliile I'm Noi-in^gMmo*- • 
The duke ihew'd me all his finehoufe; and the dutcheft- 
From her clofet brought out a full purfe in her clutches^ 
I talkM of a peace, and they both gave a flart. 
His gnce fwore by G— d, and her grace let a f— t z 
My hng old-fajbion*d pockit was prefeutly cramm'd j 
And fooner than vote for a peace I'll be damo'd. 

Blie fome wiU^cry Turn-coaty and rip up old fbries^ 
How'( always pretended to be for the Tories : 
I anfweri the Tones were in my good graces,. 
Till all my relations were put into places. 
But (tin I 'm in principle ever the fame. 
And will quit my bed: friends, while VmNot^^in-gamo^ 

When I and fome others fubfcribed our names 
To A plot for expelling my mailer kbg James ; 
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t Wicl^w my {ujbfcnptioa by h^lp of a ^ 
And fo might difcover or gain by the plot & 
I had vfiy s^lKantage and fh)o4 4t d^^ce^ 
For Daniel ^yas gp^ froq» the <}^n of tjip U^n^. : 
I cqfiif HI without danger, apd was I to l)UifiA ? 
For, rather than i^fl^, I v/:oplibe Npj^itf'triqKf^ 

I fwoiic to the Qijecn, tl^f thp prince QtU^t^fv^ 
During her facred life would never come over : 
I made ufe of a trope -, that " an heir to invite, 
*< Was lii^^ keeping her mpnument always ii^ fighu" 
But, when I thought proper, I altered my note ; 
A^ ill her own hearing I boldly did vpte, . 
That her Mfjefty fkxxl in great need of n. Tutor, 
And mud have zaaldor zyou^g Coadjutor : 
For why ; I would fain have put all in a flaotte, 
Bccaufe, for forae reafons, I was Not-iHrgMmi* 

Kow my new bin/ffaBors have brought me. i^Hfl* 
And 1 11 vote againft Peace, imtb Spain, or wiikm^t). 
Though the Court gives my nipbiwSf and Imotlmh 

and c9u/ttSf 
And all my whole family, places by daz«n^ ; 
Yet, fince I know where ^fidl-purfi may be foiuA. 
And hardly pay eighteen- pence tax in the poupd : 
Since the Toriea have thus difappointed my ^lgfiS% 
And will neither regard myjigures nor trap^i j 
I 'WJpiecb againft peaoe wJbile Difmal 's n^y njuo^c, 
And be a inre Whig, while I am Not-tM-gamf^ 
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THE WINb'S'bi PkOt^ttECY* ijih 

TXTHEW a Holy bhcJk S&ide, tlfefin tfBt^ t» 
^^ VTv^^fi^ iix\S% chih> «ika 'Sifia { «t his fc^ 
Shall not fee ooe S Ndiir-^iit^-fldiy in diat y««> 
Then let old BiglMtsMz gddd c^e^ : 
Wimlfor | wnA^^^jHrni 'thloi fhall be 
Joined together in ^ IS^'f^ktMi |. 
Then ihaU the tall black DUvemU^ BM^ 
Speak il^ft ibuie rl^ ihany a V^bra? 

^Itfs jfaid, thatQ^ben Anne had nomiiiated ZXr* 
Swift to an ISnjgUJfli bifliopnck ; which was oppoted fay 
Dr. Sharp^ ibchbiihop of ^ork, thd the diitchefs of So- 
merfet, who had prevailed on his grace to go mth her 
to the queen to* lay afide the nomination^ which her 
^ majefty refufti) ; but, the dutchefs falling on her kheeSf 
an4 (hewing the above ipib'phecy to her majeftyy tbe 
^xlboprick was given to anodier. 8ee p. 93. 

t Dr. John RoMnfon^ biihop Df Brifbly one of the 
fknipofentiaiies at If trecht. 

} He was dean of Windfoiv and lord )>rivy {f^m 

\ The New Style (which was not ufed in Gieat* 
Britain and Ireland till 1752) was t^p obfenred ia 
moft pans of Europe. The bilhpp fet out fitom Enghisd 
die latter end of December, O. S. ; and» on his arrival 
at Utrecht, by the variation of the ftyle, he found 
January fomewhat advanced. 

I Alluding to the deanry and biihoprick being pol^ 
ieflcd by the fame perfon, then at Utrecht. 

^ Earl of Nottingham. 
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And fome fhall admire his conying wit, 

^qr many, good grpaU liis tongue (hall (lit. 

But, fpight of the Harpy that cra*wh on off/our^ 

There (hall be peace, pardie, and war no more. 

'^l.Eitgi^nd mud cry alackand w«ll-a-dayy 

If they^fV^ be taken from tlie dtadfea. 

And, dear Englond^ if aught J underdond. 

Beware of Carrots * from Nortbumberiond, 

^Carrots fovvn TbynHe\ a deep root jnay get. 

If fo be they are in Bomtr feti 

'Their % Cowfngs mark thou ; for I have been told, 

Thfiy ajfaffine when young, and poifon when old* 

Jie9i out thefe Carrots^ O thou §, whofe name 

li backwards and forwards always the fame j 

And keep clofe to thee always that namej 

WhicTi baclcwards and forwards | is almoft the fami 

Arid, Xnglond, wouldfl: thou be liappy (Ull^ 

Bury thofe Carroll under a Hill**. 

* The dutcheft of Somerfet. 
:«f Thomas Th^nine of Longleate, efq; a frentlemai 
very great eflate, married the above lady after the dc 
of her iirfl: huiband Henry Cavendi(h earl of Oj 
only fon to Henry duke of Newcadk, td whom isc '. 
hten betrothed ]§ her infancy. 

% Count Koningfmaik* 

'4 ANNA. 

't'MASirAM. 

** Lady Ma(ham's maiden name -was Hifl. 

EPIGRA 
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EPIGRAM, lyiu 

A S Thomas was cudgel'd one day by his wife,, 
^^ He took to the ftreet, and fled for his life : 
Tom's three deareft friends came by in the fquabble; 
And fav'd him at once from the (hrew and the rabbl^ ; 
Then ventured to give liim fome lobcr advice — 
But Tom' Is a peifon of honour fo nice, 
Too wife to take counfel, to proud to take warning;' 
That he fent taall three a challenge next morning : 
Three duels he fpught, thrice ventured his life ; 
Went home, and was cudgel'd again by his wife. 
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npHIS day (tlic year T dare not tell) 
•*• Apollo play*d the midwife's part j 
Into the world Corinna fell, : ^ 

And he endowed her with his arc 

But Cupid with a Satyr comes ; 

Both foftly to tlie cradle creep | 
Both llroke her hands, and rub her-gumt, - - 

While the poor child lay fafl deep. 

Then Cupid thus : This litle maid 
Of *Love (hall always fpeak and write. 

And I pronounce (the Satyr faid) 

The world ihall feel her fcratchi and bite. 
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Her talent ihe difpliy'd betimes ; 

For- in twice t^hri revbbrin^ nibon^ 
She feem'd to laugh and fquall in rhymes, 

AM all her g^rii^ Wdt !aiApoob$. 

At (ix years old the iubtle jacle 
Stole to the pantry-door, and found 

'¥lie butler with my lady's maid : 

And you may {Wear the tale went roun<L 

'tte made a fong, how little mifs 

Was kifsM and flobbcir'd by a lid : 
And hdW whdi mafbr went to p— ^ 

Kfiis cairiQ-ind peep'd It all he Had 

At twelve a wit and a coquette; 

Marries for love, kalf whore, half ^^e. 
CuckoM^y elo{5^s, and nins id dehb; 

Turns authorefs, and is CurlFs for Ufe* 

TOLAND'S INVIlTAllON tfc DISMAL^ 

To dine with the CalVes-pead Club*. 
Imitated from tloRACk, lib. L epiilL 5. 

if, dearsfl Bifmill, ydu fdr tkite can HM 
Upon a iinglb dtfli, and tattrn-^ne, 
Toland to you this imrttadon fends. 
To eat the cahes-head With your tnilly friends. 

* This poem, ahd fchat llWiich folldws it, ixh W6 of 

iht pinny pApl&i mentioned in Swifts Journal tb Stella, 

Aug. 7. 1711. They are here printed from folio copies 

in the Lambeth Library. 

^^{^^nd 
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Suspend a while your vain ambitious hopes, 
Leave hunring after bribes, forget your tropes. 
To-morrow we our mjfticfeafi prepare, 
Where thou, our htt{{ prefefyt^y fliak fharer 
When we, by proper figfts and fymbols, tell, 
How, by bra=ve bhffds, tbe rt^ai trmtor fell j 
The meat fhall reprcfent tlw tyraHfs liead, 
The wine his blood our predeccjfors (lied ; 
Whilft an alluding hymn fome artift fmgs, 
We toaft, ** Confufion to the race of kings !" 
At monarchy we nobly fhew our fpight, 

And talk lA^katftmU call treafon all the night. 
Who, by difgraces or ill-lortune funk, 

Feels not his foul enliven'd when he 's drunk ? 

Wine can clear up Godolphin*s cloudy face. 

And fill Jack Smith with hopes to keep his place : 

By force of wine, ev*n Scarborough is brave, 

Hal grows more pert, and Somers not fo grave ; 

Wine can give Portland wit, and Cleveland fcnfc, 

Montague learning, Bolton cloc^uence : 

Cholmondcley, when drunk, can never lofc his wand ; 

And Lincoln then imagines he has land. 
My province is, to fee that all be right, 

GlalTes and linen clean, and pewter bfight; 

From our mj/ierious club to keep out fpics. 

And Tories (drefs^d like waiters) in difguife. 

You ihall be coupled as ygfu bell approve. 

Seated at table next the men you love. 

Sunderland, Orford, Boyle, and Richmond's Grace, 

Will come J and Hampden fhall have Wal pole's ^lacc 
Vol. L G VIV>x 
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Wharton, unkfs prevented by a whore. 
Will hardly fail ; and there is room for more. 
But I love elbow-room whene'er I drink ; 
And honell Harry * is too apt to (link. 

Let no pretence of bufinefs make you (lay ; 
Yet take one word o( counfel by the way. 
If Guernfey calls, fend word you 're gone abroad; 
He Ml teazc you with King Charles and Bilhop Laud, 
Or make you faft, and carry yOv to prayers : 
But, if he will break-in, and walk up flairs) 
Steal by the back-door out, and leave him there ; 
Then order Squa(h to call a hackney -chair. 

PEACE AND DUNKIRK; 

Being an excellent new Song upon the Surrender 

Dunkirk to General Hill. 1712. 
To the Ti)nc of, " The King fhall enjoy his own aga 

L 

O P I G H T of Dutch friends and Englifli fo 
^ Poor Britain ihall have peace at laft : 
Holland got towns, and we got blows ; 
^ But Dunkirk 's ours, we '11 hold it fafL 

We have got it in a firing, 

And the Whigs may all go fwing. 
For among gu >d friends I love to be plain ; 

All tiieir falfe deluded hopes 

Will or ought to end in ropes } 
But the S^eenjball enjoy ber onuu again. 

^ Right Hoa. Henry Boyle, mcutioacd twice 
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IL 

Sunderland *s run out of liis wit$» 

And Difmal doubk-Difmal looks; 
Wharton -can only fwear by fits. 
And ilrutcing Hal is off the books. 
Old Godolphin full of fplccn 
tA^Atfalfi moves, and loflliis ^ueim\ 
Harry look'd tierce, and ihook his ragged mane : 
But a princ-c of high renown 
Swore he M rather lofe a cro^wn, 
Tbaft thi Sixteen jhould enjoy her onji»n agmn, 

III. 
Our merchant-ihips may cut the Line, 

And not be fnapt by privateers, 
And commoners who love good wine 
Will drink it now as well as peers : 
Landed-men fiiall have their rent, 
Yet our ftocks rife tent* per cent. 
The Dutch from hence fhall no more millions drain c 
We *11 bring on us no more debts. 
Nor with bankrupts fill Gazettes % 
And tht Slueenjball enjoy her oivn again, 

IV, 
The towns we took ne'er <lid us good : 

What fignined the French to beat ? 
We fpent our money and our blood. 
To make the Dutchmen proud and great : 
But the lord of Oxford fwears, 
Dunkirk never (hall be their». 

G X ^\<t 
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The Dutch-lieartcd Whigs may rail and complain ; 

But true Englilhmcn may fill 

A good health to General Hill ; 
For ibe Slueen noiv enjoys her ouun again. 



HORACE, B O O K !• E P. VIL 

Addrcflcd to the Earl of Oxford, 1715. 

TT AR LEY, the nation's great fupport, 

^ ■*■ Returning home one day from court, 

(His mind with public cares poflfeft. 

All Europe's bufmefs in his breaft), 

Obferv*d a par/on near Whitehall ^ 

Cheapening old authors on a flail. 

The pricft was pretty well in cafe. 

And ihew'd fome humour in his face 5 

Looked with an eafy, carelefs mien, 

A perfe6l ftranger to the fplecn ; 19 

Of fize that might a pulpit fill. 

But more inclining to fit flill. 

My Lord (who, if a man may fay % 

Loves mifchief better than his meat) 

Was now difpos'd to crack a jeft, i^ 

And bid friend Lewis ** go in queft 

(This Lewis is a cunning (haver. 

And very much in Harley's favour). 

In queft who ndght this par/on be, 20 

What was his name, of what degree ; 

♦ Enfmus Lewis cfq. the treafurer*s fecrctary. 
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If polTible, to learn his ftory, 

And whether he were Whig or Tory, 

Lewis his patron's humour knows. 
Away upon his eirand goes, 15 

And quickly did the matter fift; 
Found out that it was Doftor Swift j 
A clergyman of fpecial note 
For fhunning thofe of his oN^'n coat ; 
Which made his brethren of the gown 3« 

Take care betimes to run him down : 
No libertine, nor over nice, 
Addi6led to no fort of vice. 
Went where he pleased, faid what he thought; 
Not rich, but ow'd no man a groat : 35 

In ftate opinions a la m^de^ 
He hated Wli^ton like a toad. 
Had giv^n t\\tfaGion many a wound, 
And libelM all y^t junto round : 
Kept company with men of wit, ^ 

Wlio often father'd what he wiit ; 
His works were hawk'd in every llreet. 
But feldom rofe above a flicet : 
Of late indeed the paper-flamp 
Did very much his genius cramp : 4< 

And iince he could not fpend his fire. 
He now intended to retire. 

Said Harlcy, " 1 defire to know 
-** From his own mouth if tliis be fo ; 
-•* Step to the Do£bor ftrait, and fay, 50 

^ 1 'd hayc him dine with me to-da^\" 

G 3 Wv^ 
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Swift feem'd to wonder what he meant^ 
Nor wouW l)clicvc my Lord had fcnt ; 
So never ofFcrM once to ftir $ 
But coldly faid, «* Your fcrvant. Sir \' 
** Docs he refufe me ?*' Harley cryM j 
** He docs, with mfolence and pride.** 

Some few days after Harley fpies 
The Do^^or faften'd by the eyes 
At Charing-CTofs among the rout, 
Where painted monfters arc hung out : 
He puird the ftiing, and ftopt his coach. 
Beckoning the Doftor to approach. 

Swiff, who could neither fty nor hide, 
Came fneaking to the chariot-fide,. 
And ofFcr'd many a lame cxcufe r 
He never meant the lead abufe — 
" My Lord — the honour you defign*d — 
" Extremely proud — but I had din'd ■— 
** I *m fure I never fhould negle£V — 
" No man alive has more refpe£l — *• 
** Well, I (hall think of that no more, 
** If you '11 be fure to come at four." 

The Doftor now obeys the foimmons^ 
Likes both his company and commons ;. 
Difplays his talent, fits till ten ; 
Next day invited comes again ; 
Soon grows domeftic, feldom fails 
Either at morning or at meats : 
Came early, and departed late j 
In ihort> the gudgeon took the bait. 
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My Lord would carry on the jeft. 

And down to Windfor takes his gueft. 

Swift much admires the place and air. 

And longs to be a cauon there ; S5 

In fummer round the park to ride. 

In winter, never to refide. 

A canon I that 's a place too mean ; 

No, Do^OTf you ihall be a Dean ; 

Two dozen canons round your flail; 99 

And you the tyrant o'er them all : 

You need but crofs the Irt/b feas, 

To live in plenty, power, and eafe. 

Poor Swift departs j and, what is worfe. 

With borrowed money in his purfe, 95 

Travels at lead an hundred leagues, 

And fufFers numberlefs fatigues. 

Suppofe him now a Dean complete, 
Demurely lolling in his feat ; 
The iilver verge, with decent pride, x9q 

Stuck underneath his cufhion-lide ; 
Suppofe him gone through all vexations. 
Patents, inftalments, abjurations, 
Firft-fruits and tenths, and chapter-treats j 
Dues, payments, fees, demands, and cheats — 105 
(The wicked laity's contriving 
To hinder clergymen from thriving). 
Now all the Dodlor's money 's fpenc. 
His tenants wrong him in his rent ; 
The farmers, fpitefu Uy com bi n'd , j i © 

Force him to take his tithes in kind *• 

G 4 KtA 
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And Parvifol * difcovmts arrears 

By bills for taxes and repairs. 

^ Poor Swift, with all his lofTes vcx'd, 

Not knowing where to turn him ncxt^ 1 1^ 

Above a thoufand pounds in debt. 

Takes horfe, and in a mighty fret 

Kides day and night at fuch a rate« 

He foon arrives at Harley's gate ; 

But was fo dirty, pale, and thin, 129 

Old Read f would hardly let him in. 

Said Harley, " Welcome,- Reverend Dean 1 
** What makes your worlhip look fo lean } 
" Why, ftire you won't appear in town 
" In that old wig and rufty gown ? 125. 

** I doubt your heart is fet on pelf 
" So much, thar you negleft yourfelf. 
** What ! I fuppofe,^ now (locks are high, 
" You 've fome good purchafe in your eye ? 
<* Or is your money out at ufe ?" — 130 

<* Truce,, good my Lord, I beg a truce,'* 
(The Doftor in a paflion cry'd) 
** Your raillery is mifapplyM^ 
*< Experience I have dearly bought ; 
" You know I am not worth a groat : 140- 

" But you refolv'd to have your jeft 5 
** And 'twas a folly to conteft ; 
** Then, fince you now have done your word,. 
« Pray leave me where you found me firft/* 

* Tlie Dean's agent, a Frenchman, SwiFT.. 

t The Lord Trcafurer's porter. 

HOB. ACE 
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T 'V£ often wifli'd that I had ckar, 

•'• For life, fix hundred pounds a-year, 

A handfome houfe to lodge a friend, 

A river at my garden's end, 

A terrace-walk, and half a rood 5 

Of land fet out to plant a wood. 

Welly now I have all this and more, 
I alk not to increafe roy ftore j 
< But here a grievance feems to lie, 

* All this is mine but till I die • 10 

* I can't but think 'twould found moic dcTcr^ 

* To me and to my heirs for ever. 

' If I ne'er got or loft a groat, 

* By any trick, or any fauk j 

* And if I pray by reafon's rules, 15 

* And not like forty other fools 1 

* As thus, ** Vouchftfe, oh gTacio«s Maker \ 
** To grant me this and t' other acre r 

'< Or, if it be thy will and pleafure, 

" Dire£^ my plow to find a treafure !** 20 

^ But only what my ftation fits, 

* And to be kept in my right wits, 

* Preferve, Almighty Providence I 

* Juft what you gave me, competence t 

* And let me in thefe fhades compofe 25 
' Something in verle as true as profe ; 

* Remov'd from all th' ambitious fcene, 
^VorpufPd by pride, nor funkb^ C^XttxvJ 
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In fhoTtf I *m perfe6l]y content. 
Let me but live on this fide Trent { 
Nor crofs the Channel twice a year. 
To fpend fix months with ilatefmen here. 

I muft by all means come to town, 
*Tis for the fervice of the crown. 
** Lewis, the Dean will be of ufe, 
** Send for him up, take no excufe.*' 
The toil, the danger of tlie feas. 
Great miniflers ne'er think of thefe ; 
Or let it coft five hundred pound, 
Ko matter where the money 's found, 
It is but fo much more in debt. 
And that they ne*er confider*d yet. 

" Good Mr. Dean, go change your gown, 
" Let my Lord know you *re come to town.' 
t hurry me in haile away, 
Not thinking it is levee-day ; 
And find his honour in a pound, 
HemmM by a triple circle round. 
Chequer^ with ribbons blue and green : 
How ihould I thruft myfelf between ^ 
Some wag obferves me thus perplex'd. 
And, fmiling, whifpers to the next, 
** I thought the Dean had been too proud, 
" To juille here among a croud 1" 
Another, in a furly fit. 
Tells me I have more zeal than wit, 
^* So eager to cxprefs your love, 
** You ne'er confider whom you fhove^ 
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** But rudely prefs before a duke.** 

I own, I 'm pleased with this rebuke,, ^^ 

And take it kindly meant, to fliow 

What I defnre the world Ihould know*. 

I get a whifper, and withdraw ; 
When twenty fools 1 never faw 
Come with petitions fairly pcnn*cl; (^ 

Defiring I would ftand their friend'. 

This humbly offers me his cafe — - 
That begs my intereft for a place — - 
A hundred other mens' affairs. 
Like bees, are humming in my ears.. 7«t 

" To-morrow my apppeal comes on ;. 
" Without your help, the caufe is gone — '* 
The duke expefls my lord and you. 
About fome great affair at two — - 
** Put my lord Bolingbroke in mind, yc 

** To get my warrant quickly iign*d : 
« Coniider, 'tis my firft requeft." — 
Be fatisfy'd, I '11 do my beft : 
Then prefently he falls to teaze-, 
" You may for cenain, if you pleafe ; |# 

" I doubt nor, if his lordfhip knew — 
" And, Mr. Dean, one word from you — »* 

*Tis (let me fee) three years and more, 
(Oftober next it will be four)" 
Since Harley bid me firff attend, g^ 

And chofe me for an humble friend ; 
Would take me in his coach to chat. 
And qucilion mc of tliis and that y 
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As, " What *s o'clock ?" And, " How 's the wii 

** Whofc chariot 's that we left beliind ?" 

Or gravely try to read the lines 

Writ underneath the country figns ; 

Or, ** Have you nothing new to-day 

*< From Pope, from Parnell, or from Gay ?" 

Such tattle often entertains 

My lord and me as far as Staines, 

As once a vireek we travel down 

To Windfor, and again to town. 

Where all that paiTes tater nos 

Might be proclaim'd at Charing- crofti. 

Yet fomc I know with envy fwell, 
Bccaufc they fee me us'd fo well : 
*< How think yo« of our friend the Deaja ? 
<* I wonder what fome people mean ! 
** My lord and he are grown fo great, 
<* Always together, tete a teU j 
** What ! they admire him for his jokes ? — 
<• See but the fortune of fome folks !" 

There flies about a flrange report 
Of fome exprefs arriv'd at court : 
I *m ftopp'd by all the fools I meet. 
And catechis'd in every flrect. 
** You, Mr. Dean« frequent the great ; 
^* Inform us, will the Emperor treat ? 
^* Or do the prints and papers lie ?'* 
Faith, Sir, you know as much as I. 
** Ah, Do£lor> how you love to jeft ! 
<* *Ti8 now no fecEet** — J protefl 



I O R A C E, BOOK. II. SAT. VI. 93 

Pis one ta me — " Then tell us, pray, 
When are the troops to have their pay ?" 1 20 
,nd, though I folemnly declare 
know no more than my lord mayor, 
hey iland amaz'd, and think me grown 
he clofeft mortal ever known. 
Thus in a fea of folly toft, 125 

ly choiceft hours of life are loft j 
et always wifhing to retreat, 
'h, could I fee my country feat ! 
'here leaning near a gentle brook, . 
ieep, or perufe fome ancient book ; 130 

ind there in fwect oblivion drown 
'hofe cares that haunt the court and town *. 



E AUTHOR UPON HIMSELF. 1715. 
lAfew of thefirfl lines are tvantifig.} 

1 old — — — purfued 
azy prelate f, and a royal prude { ; 
all divines, who look with envious eyes 
very genius that attempts to rife j 
paufing o'er a pipe with doubtful nod, 
hints, that poets ne'er believe in God ; 

See the reft of this fatire among Mr. Pope's poems. 

Dr. Sharp, archbifhop of York. 

Cl^Annc. 

4 ^<^ 
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So clowns on fcholars as on wizards look. 
And take a folio for a conjuring book. 

Swift had the iin of wit, no venial crime ; 
Kay, 'tis afErm'd, he fometimes dealt in rhyme : 
Humour and mirth had place in all he writ ; 
He reconcil'd divinity and wit ; 
He movM, and bow'd, and talk'd, with too much g 
l^or lhcw*d the par/on in his gait or facej 
Defpis*d luxurious wines and coftly meat ; 
Yet ftill was at the tables of tlie great ; 
Frequented lords ; fafw ibofe that fa<w the S^ttn-y 
At Child's * or Truby's * never once had been ; 
"Where town and country vicars flock in tribes, 
€ecur'd by niunbcrs from the laymens* gibes, 
And deal in vices df the graver fort, 
Tobacco, cenfure, coffee, pride, and port. 

But, after fage monitions from his friends, 
His talents to employ for nobler ends ; 
To better judgements willing to fubmit. 
He turns to politicks his dangerous wit. 

And now, tlie public intcreft to fupport, 
By Harlcy Swift invited comes to court ; 
In favour grows with miniders of flate; 
Admitted private, when fuperiors wait : 
And Harley, not afhamM his choice to own, • 
Takes him to Windfor in his coach alone. 
At Windfor Swift no fooner can appear, 
But St. John comes and whifpcrs in his cai- : 

* CofFee-houfes much frequented by the Clcrg; 
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The waiters fland in ranks ; the yeomen cry, 
Make roomy as if a duke were pailing by. 

Now Finch * alarms the lords : he hears for certaia 
This dangerous pried is got behind the curtain. 
Finch, fam'd for tedious elocution, proves 
That Swift oils many a fpring which Harley moves* 
Walpole and Aiflabie f , to clear the doubt, 
Inform the Commons, that the fecret 's out : 
" A certain doftor is obferv'd of late 
** To haunt a certain minifter of ftate : 
" From whence with half an eye we may difcover 
" The peace is made, and Perkin muft come over.** 

York is from Lambeth fent, to fliew the Q^een 
A dangerous treatife | writ againd the fpleen ; 
Which, by the ilyle, the matter, and the drift, 
'Tis thought could be the work of none but Swifc 
Poor York ! the harmlefs tool of others hate \ 
He fues for pardon B, and repents too late. 

Now, angry Somerfet § her vengeance vows 
On Swift's reproaches for her ***** 
From her red locks her mouth with venom fills | 
And thence into the royal ear inflills. 
The Queen incens'd, his fervices forgot. 
Leaves him a vi£lim to the vengeful Scot |[, 

* The earl of Nottingham. See above, p. 76. 

f They both fpoke againft him in the H, of C* 

t Tale of a Tub. 

J He fent a meifage, to aik Swifc*s pardon* 

§ See the Windfor Prophecy, pt 7!* 

% The duke of Argyll. 

Now 
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Now through the realm a proclamation fprea^d. 
To fix a price on his devbted head *. 
While innocent, he fcdrns ignoble flight ; 
His watchful friends preferve him by a Height. 

By Harley*s favour 'once again he ihines j 
Is now carcfs*d by candidate divines, 
Who change opinions with the changing fccnc : 
Lord ! how were they miiVaken in the Dean ! 
Now Delawarr f again fatniliar grows ; 
And in Swift's ear thrufts half his powder'd nofc. 
The Seottifh nation, whom he durft offend. 
Again apply that Swift would be their friend J. 

By fa6Bon tir*d, with grief he waits a while. 
His great contending friends to reconcile, 
Performs what friendihip, juftice, truth, require : 
What could he more, but dcfjently retire ? 

THE FAGGOT. 

Written when the Minifliy were at Variance, 1 7 

/^BSERVE the dying father fpeak : 
^^ Try, lads, can you this bundle break ? 
Then bids the youngeft of the fix 
Take up a well-bound heap of flicks. 

* For writing « The Public Spirit of the Whigs 

f Then lord treafurer of the houfehold, who cautioi 

avoided Swift whilft the proclamation was impendin 

} He was vifited by the Scotch lords more than ei 

T 
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They thought it was an old man's maggot j 

And ftrove by turns to break the faggot ; 

In vain ; the complicated wands 

Were much too ftrong for all their hands* 

See, faid the fire, how foon *tis done : 

Then took and broke them one by one. 

So ftrong you *11 be, in friendihip ty*d 3 

So quickly broke, rf you divide. 

Keep dole then, boys, and never quarrch 

Here ends the fable and the moral. 

This Tale may be apply'd in few words 
To treafurers, comptrollers, ftcwards ; 
And others who in folcmn fort 
Appear with flender wands at court ; 
Not firmly join'd to keep their ground, 
Cut lafhing one another-round : 
While wife men think they ought to fight 
With quarter-JIaffSf inftcad of ivbite 3 
Or conftablc Vfhh^aff of peace 
ShouJd come and make the clattering ceafe ; 
Which now difturbs the Queen and court, 
And gives the Whigs and rabble fport. 

In hiftory we never found 
The Confuls' Fafces were unbound : 
Thofe Romans were too wife to think on 't. 
Except to lafh fome grand delinquent. 
How would they blulh to hear it laid, 
The Prxtor broke the Conful's head 1 
Or Conful, in his purple gown. 
Came up, and knock'd the Praetor down ! 

Vol. I. H Cowv^, 
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Coqic» Ceartiers : every man his (tick ! 
Loid Trieafurery for once be quick : 
And, that they niay the clofer cling, 
Take your blue ribbon for a ft ring. 
Come, trimming Harcourt *, bring your mace>| 
And fqueeze it in, or quit your place : 
Difpatch, or elfe that rafcal Northey f 
Will undertake to do it for thee : 
, And, be aflur'd, the Court will find him 
Prepared to leap, o'er flicks, or bind them. 

To make the bundle ftrong and fafe. 
Great Ormond, lend thy General's ftalF: 
And, if the Crofier could be cramm'd in, 
A fig for Lechmere, King, and Hambden 1 
You '11 tlien defy the ftrongeft Whig 
With both his hands to bend a twig ; 
Though witli united ftrength they all pull. 
From Somers down to Craggs and Walpolc* 

CATULLUS DE LESBIA. 

T E S B I A for ever on me rails, 
"■^ To talk of me fhe never fails. 
l^ow, hang me but for all her art, 
1 find, that I have gain'd her heart. 
My proof is thus : I plainly fee. 
The cafe is juft tlie fame with me j 
I curfe her every hour fincerely. 
Yet, hang me but I love her dearly, 

* Lord Chancellor. 

f Sir Edward Northey, Attorney GcncraL 

EPI- 
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E P I G R A M, From the Friwch *• 

TTT H O can believe jwith common fenfe, 

^ ^ A bacon-flice gives God offence ; 
Or, how a herring hath a charm 
Almighty vengeance to difarm ? 
Wrapt up in Majefly divme, 
Does he r^ard on what we dine } 

On a CURATE'S Complaint of Haiid Dttty, 

T MARCH'D three miles through fcorching fand, 

* With zeal in heart, and notes in hand : 

I rode four more to Great St. Mary, 

"Ufmg four legs, when two were weary? 

To three fair virgins I did tie men, 

'In the clofe bands of pleaiing Hymen z 

I dipp'd two babes in holy water, 

And purify'd their mother after. 

^Within an hour and eke a half, 

I preach'd three congregations deaf; 

Where thundering out, with lungs long-windedy 

I chopp'd fo fart, that few there minded. 

My emblem, the laborious fun. 

Saw all thefe mighty labours dons 

Before one race of his was run. 

All this pcifbrm'd by Robert Hewlt : 

What mortal elfc could e'er go through it! 

♦ Written extempore by a gehtleman who was re- 
proved by fome of his companions for eating eggs and 
bacon on a fail-day. 
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A True and Faithful Inventory of the Good* 

belonging to Dr, SWI F T, Vicar of La r aco r ; 

Upon lending his Houfe to the Bifhop of Meat Uy 

till his Palace was re-builr. 

A N oaken, broken elbow-chair ; 
■^^ A cawdle-cup, without an ear j 
A batter'd, Ihatter'd afli beditead ; 
A box of deal, without a lid ; 
A pair of tongs, but out of joint ; 
A back-fword poker, without point ; 
A pot that 's crack'd Heron's, around 
With an old knotted garter bound ; 
An iron lock, without a key ; 
A wig, with hanging, quite grown grey j 
A curtain worn to half a flripe ; 
A pair of bellows, without pipe ; 
A difli which might good meat afford once ; 
An Ovid, and an old Concordance j 
A bottle-bottom, wooden platter. 
One is for meal, and one for water : 
There likewife is a copper Ikillet, 
Which runs as faft out as you fill it ; 
A candleflick, fnuff-difli, andfave-all: 
And thus his houfhoM-goods you have all, 
Thefe to your Lordlhip, as a friend. 
Till you have built, I freely lend ; 
They *11 fcrve your Lordfhip for a fliift j 
Why not, as well as Do6^or Swift ? 

4 C Kt^"^- 
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CADENUS AND VANESSA*. 

Written at Wiiwlfor, 1713. 

np HE (hepherds and the nymphs were feen 
-'' Pleading before the Cyprian Queen. 
The counfel for the fair l>eg3n, 
Accufing the falfe creature man. 
The brief with weighty cilmcs was charged, 5 

On which the pleader much enlarged j 
That Cupid now has loft his art, 
Or l)lunts the point of every dart ;— 
His altar now no longer fmokes, 
His mother's aid no youth invokes : 10 

This tempts freethinkers to refine. 
And bring in doubt their powers divine j 
Now love is dwindled to intrigue. 
And marriage grown a money-league. 
Which crimes aforefaid (fwitb be?' leave) 15 

Were (as be bumbly did conceive) 
Againft our fovcreign lady's peace, 
Againll the ftatute in that cafe, 
Againft her dignity and crown : 
Then pray'd an anfvvcr, and fat down. ao 

The nynphs with fcorn beheld thtir foes : 
When ihe defendant's counfel rofe, 

* Founded on an offer of marriage made by Mifs 
^anhomrigh to Dr. Swift, who was occafjonally her 
preceptor. The lady*& unliappy ftory is >yell known. 

H 3 KwCvv 
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For gods, their betters, are too wife 

To value that which men defpife. 

And then, faid Ihe, my fon and I 85^ 

Muil ftroll in air, 'twixt land and fky ;• 

Or clfe, Ihut out from heaven and eanh, 

Fly to the fca, my place of birth ; 

There live, with daggled mermaids pent, 

And keep on fifh perpetual Lent. 90 

But, fince the cafe appeared fo nice, 
She thought it beft to take advice. 
The Mufes, by their King's permifTion^ 
Though foes to love, attend the fefTion, 
And on the right hand took their places 9-5 

In order; on the left, the Graces : 
To whom Ihe might her doubts propofc 
On all emergencies that rofe. 
The Mufes ofi* were feen to frown ; 
The Graces half-aftiam'd look down ; 100 

And 'twas obferv'd, there were but few 
Of either fex among the crew. 
Whom fhe or her afleflbrs knew. 
The goddefs foon began to fee. 
Things were not ripe for a decree j . 105 

And faid, fhe muft confult her books, 
The lovers* Fletas, Bra6Vons, Cokes. 
Firft to a dapper clerk (he beckon'd 
To turn to Ovid, book the fecond j 
She then referred them to a place no 

In Virgil {vide Dido's cafe) : 

As 
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As for Tibullus's reports, 

They never pafs'd for law in courts : 

For Cowley's briefs, and pleas of Waller^ 

Still their authority was fmaller. 115 

There was on both (ides much to fay r 
She *d hear the caufe another day. 
And fo (he did ; and then a third 
She heard it — there (he kept her word : 
But, with rejoinders or replies, izo 

Long bills, and anfwers ftufiPd with lies. 
Demur, imparlance, and efToign, 
The parties ne'er could ilfue join : 
For fixteen years the caufe was fpun, 
And then ftood where it firft begun. 115 

Now, gentle Clio, (ing or fay. 

What Venus meant by this delay. 

The goddefs, much perplex'd in mind 

To fee her empire thus declined, 

When firft this grand debate arofej 130 

Above her wifdom to compofe. 

Conceived a projcft in her head 

To work her ends j which, if it fped. 

Would (hew the merits of the caufc 

Far better than confulting laws. 1,3 5 

In 9 glad hour Lucina*s aid 

Produc'id on earth a wondrous maid, 

On whom the Queen of Love was bent 

To try a new experiment. 

She threw her law-books on the (hclf, 140 

And thus debated with herfclf. 
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Since men alledge, they ne'er can find 

Thofe beauties m a female mind, 

Wliich raife a fianoe that will endure 
• Por ever uncorrupt and pure j t^t 

If 'tis with reafon they complain^ 

This infant IKall rcftore my reign. 

I '11 fearch where every virtue dwells. 

From courts inclufrve down to cells : 
. What preachers talk, or fages write j 150 

Thefe I will gather and unite. 

And reprefent them to mankind 

Colle£ted in that infant's mind. 

This faid, ihe plucks in heaven's high bowers 

A fprig of amaroftt/jine flowers, 155 

In ne6lar thrice infufes bays. 

Three times refin'd in Titan's raysj 

Then calls the Graces to her aid. 

And fprinklcs thrice the new-born maid : 
■ From whence the tender ikin alTumes j6m 

A fweetnefb above all perfumes : 

From whence a cleanlinefs remains^ 

Incapable of outward ftains : 

From whence that decency of raind. 

So lovely in the female kind, 165 

Where not one carelefs thought intrudes^ 

Lefs modeil than the fpeech of prudes; ' 

Where never bluih was call'd ia aid. 

That fpurious virtue in a maid, 

A virtue but at fecond-hand ; 170 

They bluih, becaufe they ttnderilaiKL 

The 
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The Graces next would »£k their part. 
And Ihew'd but little of their art ; 
Their work was half already done. 
The child \vith native beauty ihone ; %t^ 

The outward form no help required : 
Each, breathing on her thrice, infpir'd- 
That gentle j foft, engaging air, 
Which in old times adorn'd the fair : 
And faid, ** VanelTa be the name i8d 

** By which thuu (halt be known to fame; 
" Vaneffa, by the gods inroU'd : 
•* Her name on earth fhall not be told." 

But ftill tlie work was not complete; 
When Venus thought on a deceit, tZ^ 

Drawn by her doves, away ihe fiies, . 
And finds out Pallas in the Ikies. 
Dear Pallas, I have been this mom 
To fee a lovely infant born ;. 

A boy in yonder ifle below, -1^^ 

So like my own wiihout his bow, 
By beauty could your heart be wo% 
You 'd fwear it is Apollo's fon : 
But it fhall ne'er be faid, a child 
So hopeful has by me been fpoiPd ; 19 r 

I have enough befides to fpare. 
And give him wliolly to your care, 

Wifdom *s a,bove fufpcfting wiles : 
The Q^een of Learning gravely fmiles, 
Down from Olympus comes with |oy|, t«0-> 

Miftakes VaaelTa for a boy y 
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Then foivs within her tender mind 
Seeds long unknown to womankind ; 
For manly bofoms chiefly fit. 
The feeds of knowledge, judgement, wit. 
Her foul was fuddenly endued 
WithjuiHce, truth, and fortitude; 
With honour, which no breath can (lain. 
Which malice muft attack in vain ; 
With open heart and bounteous hand. 
But Pallas here was at a ftand j 
She knew, in our degenerate days. 
Bare virtue could not live on praife ; 
That meat muft be with money bought : 
She therefore, upon fecond thought, 
Infused, yet as it were by ftealth. 
Some fraall regard for ftate and wealth j 
Of which, as flie grew up, there ftaid 
A tinfture in the prudent maid : 
She manag'd her eftate with care, 
Yet lik'd three footmen to her chair. 
But, left he Ihould negleft his ftudies 
Like a young heir, the thrifty goddefs 
(For fear young mafter fhould be fpoil'd) 
Would u(e him like a younger child ; 
And, after long computing, found 
'T would come to juft five thoufand pound. 

The Q^een of Love was pleas'd, and proud, 
To fee Vanefla thus endow'd : 
She doubted, not but fuch a dame 
Through every breaft would dart a flame ; 
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That every rich and lordly fwain 
With pride would drag about her chain ; 
That fcholars would forfake their books. 
To ftudy bright VanefTa's looks ; ^^S 

As (he advanc'd, that womankind 
Would by her model form their mind. 
And all their conduft would be try*d 
By her, as an unerring guide ; 
Offending daughters oft' would hear 240 

Vanefla's praife rung in their ear : 
Mifs Betty, when fhe does a fault. 
Lets fall her knife, or fpills the fair. 
Will thus be by her mother chid, 
•'* 'Tis what VanelTa never did !" 
Thus by the nymphs and fwains ador'd^ 
My power fhall be again re{lor*d, 
And happy lovers blefs my reign — 
So Venus hop'd, but hop'd in vain. 

For when in time the Martial Maid 
Found out the trick that Venus play'd, 
She fhakes her helm, fhe knits her brows, 
And, fir'd with indignation, vows. 
To-morrow, ere the fetting fun, 
£he 'd all undo that fhe had done. 256 

But in the poets we may find 
A wholefome law, time out of mind. 
Had been confirmed by Fate's decree, 
That gods, of whatfoe'er degree, 
Refume not what themfelves have given, ■ 160 
Or any brother-god in heaven; 
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"Which keeps tlie peace among the gods* 

'Or they muf^ ahipays be at odds : 

And Pallasy if (lie broke the laws, 

Muft yield her fde the ftrongcr caufe ; 265 

A ihame to one fo much adorM 

For wifdora at Jove's council-board. 

Beiidesy ihe fear'd the Queen of Love 

Would meet with better friends above. 

:And though flie muft with grief refledt, 270 

' To fee a mortal virgin deck'd 

With graces Imherto unknown 

To female breafts, except her owni 

Yet Ihe would a£^ as bed became 

ih goddefs of unf potted fame. 275 

:,Slie knew, by augury divine, 

"Venus would fail in her deiign : 

'She (ludy^d well the point, and found 

Herfoe*s condnfions were not found, 

:From premilles. erroneous brought, 2 to 

And therefore the deduction *s nought. 

And muft have contrary effe^s, 

To what her treacherous foe ejtpe^s* 

In proper feafon Pallas meets 
The Queen of Love, whom thus ihe greets %t$ 
(For gods, we are by Homer told. 
Can in celeftial langoage fcold) : 
Perfidious goddefs 1 but in vain 
You form'd this projed in your brai&i 
A proje£t'for thy talencs fit, 290 

With much deceit and little wiu 

S' Thou 
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Thou hady as thou (halt quickly fee, 

DcceivM thyfclf, inftead of mc : 

For how can heavenly vrifdom prove 

An inflrument to earthly love ? j^^ 

Knovv'd thou not yet, that men commence 

Thy Vjptaries, for want of fcnfc ? 

Nor ihall Vanefla be the theme 

To manage thy abortive fclieme : 

She '11 prove the greateft of thy foes ; |o^ 

And yet I fcorn to inttTpofe, 

But, ufing neitlier Ikill nor force. 

Leave all thing*; to their natural courfe. 

The godd*.f:> thus p>ronouBc'd her doom: 
When lo ! Vanella in her bloom «q« 

Advanc*d, like Atalanta*s flar. 
But rarely feen, and feen from far : 
In a new world with caution ftcpt, 
Watch'd all the company flie kept. 
Well knowing, from the books flie read, *xo 

What dangerous paths young virgins tread : 
Would feldom at tlie Park appear. 
Nor faw the play- houfe twice a year ; 
Yet, not incurious, was incLn'd 
To know the converfc of mankind. ^it 

Firft iflued from perfumers' ihops, 
A croud of fafhionable fops : 
They alk'd her, how flie lik'd the pkyi 
Then told the tattle of the day ; 
A duel fought laft night at two, 3 j^ 

About a lady— y9u know who ; 
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Mentioned a new Italian, come 
Either from Mufcovy or Rome j 
Gave hints of who and who's together j 
Then fell to talking of the weather ; 
Laft night was fo extremely fine, 
The ladies walk'd till after nine j f 

Then, in foft voice and fpeech abfurd, 
With nonfenfe every fecond word. 
With fuflian from exploded plays, 
They celebrate her beauty's praifcj 
Run o'er their cant of ftiapid lies, 
And fell the murders of liereyes. 

With filent fcorn Vanefla fat, 
Scarce liflening to their idle chat ; 
Further than fometimes by a frown. 
When they grew pert, to pull them down. 
At laft fhe fpitefully was bent 
To try their wifdom's full extent ; 
J^nd faid« ihe valued nothing lefs 
Than titles, figure, fhape, and drefs ; 
That merit (hould be chiefly placed 
In judgement, knowledge, wit, andtaftc^ 
And thefe, ihe otter'd to difputc, 
Alone diftinguiih'd man from brute : 
That prefent times have no pretence 
To 'virtue, in the noble fenfe 
By Greeks and Romans underftood. 
To perilh for our country's good, 
^e nam'd the ancient heroes round, 
Explain'd for what they were renawn'd i 



CADENUS AND VANESSA, ni 

Then fpokc with cenfurc or applaufc 

Of foreign cuftoms, rites, and laws ; 

Through nature and through art ihe rang'd, 

And gracefully her fubje& changed j 355 

In vain ! her hearers had no ihare 

In all ihe fpoke,. except to ftare. 

Their judgement; was, upon the whok, 

— ^That lady is the duUeft foul !— 

Then tipt their forehead in a jeer, |6« 

As who (hould fay— She wants it here ! 

She may be handfome, young, and rich, 

But none will bum her for a witch ! 

A party next of glittering dames. 
From round the purlieus of St. James, . 365 

Came early, out of pure good-will. 
To fee the girl in diihabille. 
Their clamour, 'lighting from their chairs, 
Grew louder all the way up ftairs ; 
At entrance loudeft, where they found 37© 

The room with volumes littered round. 
VanelTa held Montaigne, and read, 
Whilft Mrs. Sufan comb'd her head. 
They call'd for tea and chocolate. 
And fell into their ufual chat, 37^ 

Difcouriing with important face. 
On ribbons, fans, and gloves, and lace ; 
Shewed patterns juft from India brought^ 
And gravely aik'd her what ihe thought. 
Whether the red or green were beft, ^Zm 

And what they coft ? Vanefla ^;;ucfs*dt 

VOL, LI K\ 
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As came into her fancy firft; 
Nam'd half the rates, and lik'd tlic worft. 
To fcandal next — What awkward thing 
• Was that laft Sunday in thfc ring ? 
I 'm forry Mopfa breaks fo faft j 
I faid, her face would never lift. 
Corinna, with that youthful air, 
Is thiny, and a bit to fpare : 
Her fondnefs for a certain Earl 
Began when I was but a girl ! 
Phillis, who but a month ago 
Was marry'd to th'e Tunbridge beau, 
I faw coquetting t'other night 
In public with that odious knight! 

They railly'd next Vanelfa's drefs : 
That gown was made for old quten Bcfs. 
Dear Madam, let me fee your head : 
Don't you intend to put on red } 
A petticoat without a hoop ! 
Sure, you are not alham'd to ftoop f 
With handfome garters at your knees, 
No matter what a fellow fees. 

Fill'd with difdain, with rage inflam'dy 
Both of hcrfelf and lex afham'd, 
The nymph ftood filent out of fpight, 
Kor would vouchfafe to fct them right. 
Away the fair dctra6k)rs went. 
And gave by turns their cenfures vent. 
She *s not fo handfome in my eyes : 
For WiC| I wond^ where it lies ! 
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She 's fair and clean, and that 's the moft : 
But why proclaim her for a toaft ? 
A baby face ; no life, no airs, 
. But what (he karn'd at country-fairs ; 415 

Scarce knows what difference is between 
Rich Flanders lace and Cplbertecn. 
I '11 undertake, my little Nancy 
In flounces hath a better fancy I 
With all her wit, I would not afk 420 

Her judgement, how to buy a malk. 
We bcgg'd her but to parch her face, 
She never liit one proper place j 
Which every girl at five years old 
Can do as foon as (he is told. 425 

I own, that out-of-fafhion fluff 
Becomes the creature well enough. 
The girl might pafs, if we could get her 
To know the world a little better. 
(To knoiju the nvovld! a modern phrafc 430 

For vifits, ombre, balls, and plays.) 

Thus, to the world's perpetual ihame, 
The Queen of Beauty loll her aim ; 
Too late with grief Ihe undcrllood, 
Pallas had done more harm than good ; 435 

For great examples are but vain. 
Where ignorance begets difdain. 
Both fcxes, arm'd with guilt and fpite, 
Againft Vanefla's power unite : • 
To copy her, few nymphs afpir'd j 440 

Her virtues fewer fwains admir'd, 

I % ^ 
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So (lars beyond a certain height 

Give mortals neither heat nor light. 
Yet fome of either fex, endow'd 

With gifts fuperior to the croud, 44- 

With virtue, knowledge, tafte, and wit. 

She condefcended to admit : 

With pleaiio^ arts (he could reduce 

Mens talents to their proper ufe ; 

And with addrefs each genius held ^co 

To that wherein it moft excell'd ; 

Thus, making others* wifdom known. 

Could pleafe them, and improve her own. 

A modeft youth faid fomething nev/ ; 

She placed it in the ftrongcft view. 455 

All humble worth (he drove to raife ; 

Would not be prais'd, yet lov'd to praifc. 

The learned met with free approach. 

Although they came not in a coach : 

Some clergy too (he would allow, 460 

Kor quiirel'd at their awkward bow ; 

But this was for Cadenus' fake, 

A gownman of a different make ; 

Whom Pallas, once Vanefla's tutor. 

Had fixM on for her coadjutor. 465 

But Cupid, full of mifchief, longs 
To vindicate his mother's wrongs. 
On Pallas all attempts are vain : 
One way he knows to give her pain j 
Vows on Vanefla's heart to take - ^^ 

Due vengeance, for her patron's fake* 

Thofc 
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Thofe early feeds by Venus fown, 

In fpite of Pallas, now were grown $ 

And Cupid hop'd, they would improve 

By time, and ripen into love. 475 

The boy made ufe of all his craft. 

In vain difcharging many a ihaft, 

Pointed at colonels, lords, and beaux : 

Cadenus warded off the blows ; 

For, placing (till fome book betwixt^ 4S0 

The darts were in the cover fix'd. 

Or, often blunted and recoiPd, 

On Plutarch's Morals flruck, were fpoiPd. 

The Q^een of Wifdom could forefec. 
But not prevent, the Fates' decree : 4I5 

And human caution tries in vain 
To break that adamantine chain. 
Vanefla, though by Pallas taught. 
By Love invulnerable thought. 
Searching in books for wifdom's aid, 490 

Was, in the very fearch, betray'd. 

Cupid, though all his darts were lofl. 
Yet ftill refolv'd to fpare no coft : 
He could not anfwer to his fame 
The triumphs of that flubborn dame, 495 

A nymph fo hard to be fubdued, 
Who neither was coquette nor prude. 
I find, faiu he, ihe wants a do6lor. 
Both to adore her, and inftruft her : 
I '11 give her what (he mofl admires, 500 

Among thofe venerable (ires. 
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Cadenus was amaz'd, to find 

Such marks of a difba6bd mind : 

For, though flie fecm'd to liften more 

To all he fpokc, than e'er before, 5^5 

He found her thoughts would abfcnt range, 

Yet guefs'd not whence could fpring the change. 

And firft he modeftly conjefturcs 

His pupil might be tkr'd with le£lure$j 

Which helped to mortify his pride, 570 

Yet gave him not the heart to chide : 

But, in a mild dejcfted ftrain, 

At laft he ventur'd to complain -, ' 

Said, fhe ihould be no longer teas'd, 

Might have her freedom when Ihc pleas'd -, 575 

Was now convinc'd, he afted wrong 

To hide her from the world fo long, 

And in, dull ftudies to engage 

One of her tender fex and age ; 

That every nymph with envy own'd, 5 So 

How (he might fiiine in the grande monde ; 

And every fhepherd was undone 

To fee her cloifter'd like a nun. 

This was a vifionary fcheme : 

He wak'd, and found it but a dream ; 53- 

A projeft far above his (kill ; 

For nature muft be nature flill. 

If he were bolder than became 

A fcholar to a courtly dame, 

She might excufe a man of letters ; 590 

Thus tutors often treat their betters ; 

5 An.i, 
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And, fince his talk ofFenfive grew, 
He came to take his laft adieu. 

Vaneffa, fiU'd with juft difdain. 
Would ftill her dignity maintain, 595 

Inftru6ked from her early years 
To fcorn the art of female tears. 

Had he employed his tii^e fo long 
To teach her what was right and wrong y 
Yet could fuch notions entertain io# 

That all his leftures were in vain ? 
She own'd the wandering of her thoughts ; 
But he muft anfwer for her faults. 
She well remembered, to her coft. 
That all his leffons were not loft, 60^ 

Two maxims Ihe could ftill produce. 
And fad experience taught their ufc ; 
That virtue, pleas'd by being ihown. 
Knows nothing which it dares not own ; 
Can make us without fear difclofe 6 1» 

Our inmoft fecrets to our foes r 
That common forms were not defign'd 
Direftors ta a noble mind. 
Now, faid the nymph, to let you fee 
My a61ions with your rules agree j ^*S 

That I can vulgar forms defpifc. 
And have no fecrets to difguife : 
1 knew, by what you fard and writ, 
How dangerous tilings were men of wit; 
You caution'd me againft their charms^ 62^ 

But never ^avc me ccj^ual arms ; 
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Your Icflbns found the wcakcft part, 
Aim'd at the head, but reach'd the heart. 

Cadenus fek within him rife 
Shame, difappointracnt, guilt, furprizc. 
He knew not how to reconcile 
Such language with her ufual flyle : 
And yet her words jjprc fo expreft. 
He could not hope fhe fpoke in jcft. 
His thoughts had wholly been confin'd 
To form and cultivate her mind. 
He hardly knew, till he was told. 
Whether the nymph were young or old ; 
Had met her in a public place. 
Without diflinguifhing her face r 
Much lefs could his declining age 
VanelTa's earliefl thoughts engage ; 
And, if her youth inditlcrence met^ 
His perfon mull contempt beget ; 
Or, grant her palTion be lincere. 
How (hall his innocence be clear ? 
Appearances were all fo ftrong. 
The world mud think him in the wrong ; 
Would fay, he made a treacherous ufe 
Of wit, to flatter and feduce ; 
The town would fwear, \\e had betray 'd 
By magic fpells the harmlefs maid : 
And every beau would have his jokes. 
That fcholars were like other folks; 
And, when Platonic flights were over. 
The tutor turn'd a mortal lover I 
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So tender of the young and fair ! 

It {hew*d a true paternal care — 

Five thoufand guineas in her purfc ! 

The Do6br might have fancyM worfe. — 655 

Hardly at length he (ilence broke, 
And faulter'd every Mvord he fpoke s 
Interpreting her complaifance, 
Juft as a mzn /a»s con/eque/tce^ 
She raillied ^IJ, he always knew : 669 

Her manner now was fomfething new j 
And what flie fpoke was in an air ^ . 

As ferious as a tragic player. 
But thofe who aim at ridicule 
Sliould fix upon fome certain rule, 665. 

Which fairly hints they are in jeft, 
Elfe he muft enter his proteft : 
For, let a man be ne'er fo wife. 

He may be caught with fober lies j • 

A fcience which he never taught, 67a 

And, to be free, was dearly bought ; 

For, take it in its proper light, 

Tis juft what coxcombs call a bite. 
But, not to dwell on things minute, 

Vanefla fini(h*d the difpute, 675 

Brought weighty arguments to prove- 
That reafon was her guide in love. 

She thought he had himfelf defcrib'd^ 

His do6trines when fhe firft imbib'd : 

What he had planted, now was grown |. 680 

His virtues ihe might call her own $ 
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As he approves, as he diflikes, 
Love or contempt her fancy flrikes. 
Self-love, in nature rooted fall, 
.Attends us firft, and leaves us lafl : 685 

Why ihe likes him, admire not at her ; 
She loves herfelf, and that 's the matter. 
How was her tutor wont to praifc 
The geniufes of ancient days ! 
(Thofe authors he fo oft' had nam'd, 69* 

For learning, wit, and wifdom, fam'd) 
Was ftruck with love, efteem, and awe. 
For perfons whom he never faw. 
Suppofe Cadenus flourifh'd then. 
He mud adore fuch God-like men. 695 

If one (hort volume could comprife 
All that was witty, learn 'd, and wife. 
How would it be efteem'd and read. 
Although the writer long were dead ! 
If fuch an author were alive, 70* 

How all would for his friendfliip drive, 
And come in crouds to fee his face I 
And this ihe takes to be her cafe. 
Cadenus anfwers every end. 

The lx)ok, the author, and the friend ; 705 

The utmoft her defires will reach. 
Is but to learn what he can teach : 
His converfe is a fyftem fit 
Alone to fill up all her wit ; 
« While £very palTion of her mind . , 710 

In liim is> ceuter'd and confin'd. 

Love 
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Love can with fpeech infpire a mute, 
And taught Vaneffa to difpute. 
This topick, never louch'd before, 
' Difplay'd her eloquence the more : 715 

Her knowledge, with fuch pains acquired. 
By this new paflion grew infpir*d ; 
Through this ihe made all objef^s pafs 
Which gave a tin^hire o'er the mafs ; 
As rivers, though they bend and twine, 72* 

Still to the fea their courfe incline ; 
Or, as philofophcrs, who find 
Some favourite fyftem to their mind, 
In every point to make it fit, 
Will force all nature to fubmit. 

Cadenus, who could ne'er fufpe6t 
His lefTons would have fuch efFcft 
Or be fo artfully apply'd, 
Infenfibly came on her fide. 

It was an unfth'efeen event ; 73 • 

Things took a turn he never meant. 
Whoe'er excels ia what we prize. 
Appears a hero in our eyes : 
Each girl, when pleas'd with what is taught, 
Will have the teacher in her thought. 73 j 

When Mifs delights in her fpinnet, 
A fiddler may a fortune get ; 
A blockhead, with melodious voice, 
In board ing-fchools may have his choice ; 
And oft' the uaficing-mailer's art 740 

Climbs from the toe to touch the heart. 
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In learning let a n3rmph delight, 
The pedant gets a midrefs by 't. 
Cadenus, to his grief and fljame, 
Could fcarce oppofe Vanella's flamp ; 74^ 

And, though her arguments were ftrong, 
At leaft could hardly wifli them wrong. 
Howe*er it came, he cpuld not tell. 
But fure (he never talk'd fo well. 
His pride began to interpofe j y^Q 

Preferred before a croud of beaux ! 
So bright a nymph to come unlought ! 
Such wonder by his merit wrougl;t ! 
'Tis merit muft with her prevail ! 
He never knew her judgement fail I / 7c r 

She noted all ibe ever read ! 
And had a moft difcerning head ! 

'Tis an old maxim in the fchools. 
That flattery 's the food of fools ; 
Yet now and then your men of wit 760 

Will condefcend to take a bit. 

So, when Cadenus could not hide. 
He chofe to juftify, liis pride ; 
Conibruing the padion ihe had ihown. 
Much to her praife, more to his own. ^765 

IQature in him had merit plac'd. 
In her a moft judicious tafte. 
Love, hitherto a tranfient gueft, 
Ne'er held pofleflion of his breaft ; 
So long attending at the gate, 770 

Difdain'd to enter in fo late. 
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Love why do we one paflion call, 

"When 'tis a compound of them all ? 

Where hot and cold, where iharp and fwcet. 

In all their equipages meet ; 775 

Where pleafures raix'd with pains appear. 

Sorrow with joy, and hope with fear 5 

Wherein his dignity and age 

Forbid Cadenus to engage. 

But friendlhip, in its greateft height, 7^0 

A conftant, rational delight. 

On virtue's bafis fix'd to laft, 

When love allurements long are paft, 

Which gently warms, but cannot burn. 

He gladly offers in return ; 7 Jj 

His want of pafFion will redeem 

With gratitud^, refpeft, efleem ; 

With that devotion we beftow. 

When goddelTcs appear below. 

While thus Cadenus entertains - 790 

Vanefla in exalted ftrains, 

The nymph in fober words intreats 

A truce with all fublime conceits : 

For why fuch raptures, flighty, and fahcief, 

To her who durft not read roiiiaace^ } j^9^ 

In lofty flyle to make replies, 

Which he had taught her to defpife ? 

But when her tutor will afFedt 

Devotion, duty, and refpcft, 

He fairly abdicates the throne ; ^oo 

The government is now her awn j 

4 He 
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He has a fotfeiture incurr'd ; 

She vows to take him at his word, 

And hopes he will not think it (Irange, 

If both fliould now their ftations change. S05 

The nyinph will have her turn to be 

The tutor ; and the pupil, he : 

Though ihe already can difcern 

Her fcholar is not apt to learn ; 

Or wants capacity to reach ti # 

The {cience ihe defigns to teach r 

Wherein his genius was below 

The (kill of every common beau. 

Who, though he cannot fpell, is wife 

Enough to read a lady's eyes, Zt^. 

And will each accidental glance 

Interpret for a kind advance. 
But what fuccefs VanelFa met, 

Is to the world a fecret yet. 
" Whether the nymph, to pleafe her fwain, 82* 

Talks in a high romantic drain j 
Or whether he at laft defcends 
To Z&. with lefs feraphic ends ; 
Or, to compound the bufinefs, whether 
• They temper love and books together; tx^ 

Muft never to mankind be told. 
Nor ihall the confcious Mufe unfold. 

Meantime the mournful Queen of Love 
Led but a weary life above. 
She ventures now to leave the fkies, 830 

Grown by VafiefTa's condu6l wife : 

For, 
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For, though by one pervcrfc event 
•Pallas had crofs'd her firft intent ; 
Though her defign was not obtain'd; 
Yet had fhe much experience gain'd, S3 5 

And, by the projeft vainly tryM, 
Could better now the caufe decide. 
She gave due notice, that both parties. 
Coram Kegina^ prox* die Martis, 
Should at their peril, without fail, f4# 

Come aiyi appear, and favc their bail. 
All met ; and, iilence thrice proclaimed, 
•One lawyer to each fide was nam'd. 
The judge difcover'd in her face 
Refentmcnts for her late difgrace ; .845 

And, full of anger, ihame, and grief, 
Direfted them to mind their brief; 
Nor fpend their time to ihew their reading; 
She 'd have a fummary proceeding. 
She gathered under every head 850 

The fum of what each lawyer faid, 
•Gave her own reafons laft, and then 
Decreed the caufe againft the men. 

But, in a weighty cafe like this. 
To fhew fhe did not judge amifs, 855 

Which evil tongues might elfe report. 
She made a fpcech in open court i 
Wherein fhe grievoufly complains, 
** How fhe was chcatetrby the fwainsj'* 
On whofe petition (Jiumbly fhewing, 860 

That women were not worth the wooing, 

'Vol. I. K AtA. 
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And thaty unlefs the (ex. would mend. 

The race of lovers foon mufc end) — 

** She was at Lord knows wliat expence 

*^ To form 2 nymph of wit and fenfe, €65 

^* A mcdcl for her fcx defign'd, 

** Who never could one lover find. 

*' She faw Jicr favour was mifplac'd ; 

** The fcllov/s had a wretched taftc ; 

•' She needs muft tell them to their face, $70 

** They were a (^upid, fenfelefs race ; 

•* And, were fhe to liegin again, 

*• She V ftudy to refonn the mfn ; 

*' Or adid iome grains of folly more 

** To avomin, than they had before, 875 

" To put thwm on an equal foot ; 

** And tills, or nothing clfe, would do *t. 

'* Thib mi^ht their mutual fancy (bike ; 

•* Since every being loves its like. 

** But now, repcniing what was done, 880 

•* She left all bufmth to her fon ; 
" She pu:s the world in his polTefTion, 
" And let i»im ufe it at difcretion *' 

The crycr was cider'cl to difmifs 
The court, fo msd:: i,i:> laft Ojej T 885 

T l;j gotidcfs would no longer wait ; 
15ur, rhng from her chair of ftate, 
Ltl: all 'iulow at n;c and fcven, 
liaintii'u her doves, and flew to heaven. 



T O 



[ nt ] 



TO LOVE* 

T N all I wifh, how happy (hould I be, 
"■• Thou grand Deludcr, were it not for thee f 
So weak thou art, that fools thy power defpife. 
And yet fo ftrong, thou triumph'ft o'er the wife. 
Thy traps arc laid with fuch peculiar art, 
They catch the cautious ; let the rafh depart. 
Moll nets are fill'd by want of thought and care: 
But too much thinking brings us to thy fnare ; 
Where, held by thee, in flavery we ftay, 
And throw the pleafing part of life away. 
But, what does moft my indignation move, 
Difcrction f thou wert ne'er a friend to love : 
Thy chief delight is to defeat thofe ans, 
By which he kindles mutual flames in hearts^ 
While the blind loitering God is at his play. 
Thou (leaPft his golden-pointed darts away ; 
Thofe darts which never fail ; and in their flead 
Convey'ft malignant arrows tipt with lead : 
The heedlefs God , fufpecling no deceits. 
Shoots on, and thinks he has done wondrous feats ; 
But the poor nymph, who feels her vitals burn. 
And from her fliepherd Ci^n find no return. 
Laments, and rages at the power divine, 
When, curft Discretion ! all the fault was thine ; 

* Found in Mifs Vanhoitirigh's delk, after her death, 
in the hand-writing of Dr. Swift. 
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Cupid and Hymen thou haft fet at odds, 
And bred fuch feuds between thofe kindred gods. 
That Venus cannot reconcile her fons ; 
When one appears, away the other runs. 
The former fcales, wherein he us*d to poifc 
Love againft love, and equal joys with joys. 
Arc now iill'd up with avarice and pride, 
Where titles, power, and riches, ftill (ubfide. 
Then, gentk Venus, to thy father run, 
And tell him, how thy children are undone $ 
Prepare his bolts to give one fatal blow. 
And flrike Difcretion to the Ihades below. 

ODE TO SPRING. 
BY A LADY*. 

TT AIL, blufhing goddefs, beauteous Spring, 
-*• •*• Who, in thy jocund train, doft bring 
Loves and Graces, fmiling Hours, 
Balmy breezes, fragrant flowers ; 
Come, with tints of rofeate hue. 
Nature's faded charms renew. 

Yet why ihould I tliy prefence hail ? 
To me no more the breathing gale 
Comes fraught with fweets ; no more the rofc 
With fuch tranfcendent beauty blows. 
As when Cadenus bled the fcenc, 
And (har'd with me thofe joys ferene ; 
When, unpcrceiv'd, the lambent fire 
Of friendihip kindled new deiire : 

* This and the next ode have been afcribed to VaneiTa 
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Still liftening ro his tuneful tongue, 
The truths, which angels might have fung. 
Divine, impreft their gentle fway, 
And fweetly ftole my foul away. 
My guide, inftru6lor, lovei:, friend,. 
(Dear names !) in one idea blend ; 
Oh ! ftill conjoined, your incenfe rife,. 
And waft fwect odours to the (kies ! 

ODE TO WISDOM- 
BY THE SAME. 

/^ H, Pallas ! I invoke thy aid ! 

^^ Vouchfafe to hear a wretched maid. 

By tender love depreft j 
Tis juft that thou fhould'fl: heal the fmart 
Infli6^ed by thy fubtle art,^ 

And calm my troubled breaft. 

No random-ihot from Cupid's bow. 
But by thy guidance, foft and flow, 

It funk within my heart ; 
Thus, Love being arm'd with Wifdom*s forcc,, 
In vain I try to flop its courfe. 

In vain repel the dart. 

O goddefs ! break the fatal league. 
Let Love, with Folly and Intrigue, 

More fit allociates find ! 
And thou alone within my breafl, 
O ! deign to foothe my griefs to reft>. 

And heal my tortur'd mind, 

K 3 K ^^- 
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A REBUS. By Va N E s s A, 



iftrcfs denv'd, "j 
did chide; - J 



/^UT the name of the man* who his miftrcfs deny'd, 1 
^^ And let the firft of it be only applyV 
To join with the prophet f who David did < 
Then fay what a horfe is that runs very fall J ; 
And that which deferves to be firft put the laft ; 
Spell all then, and put them logctlicr, to find 
The Name and the Virtues of him I dcfign'd. 
Like the Patiiarcli in Egypt, he 's vers'd in the ftate ; 
Like the Prophet in Jewry, he 's free with the great j 
Like a racer he flies, to fuccour with fpeed, 
When his friends want liis aid, or dcfert is in need. 
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np HE nymph who wrote this in an amorous fit* 
-*• I cannot but envy the pride of her wit. 
Which thus fhe will venture profufcly to throw 
On fo mean a ^^^.v, and 2ijubjeii fo low. 
For mean 's her de/tgn, and her fubje^ as mean. 
The firft but a Rebus, the laft but a Dean. 
A Dean 's but a parfon : and what i$ a Rebus ? 
A thing never known to the Mufcs or Phoebus. 
Tiie corruprio!! of vcifc j for, when all is done. 
It is but a paraph raj e made on a pun. 
But a j^enius like her's no lubje6l can ftiflc, 
It Ihc A a and dil'covcrs itfclf through a trifle. 



^^ 



THE D-EAN'S ANSWER. t^^ 
By reading this trrfify I quickly began 
To find her a great tuU, but the t/ean a fmall man.. 
.Rich ladies will furnilh their garrets with ftutf, 
Which others for mantuas would think fine enough-: 
So the ivit that is lavilhly thrown away here 
Might furnifli a fecond-rate poet x year. 
Thus much for the ver/ey we proceed to the ncxr^. 
Where the Nymph has entirely forfaken her text : 
Her fine panegyricks are quite out of feafon, 
And what^^ defcribes to be merit is treafom 
The changes, which faflion has made in the ftate^ 
Have put the deatis politicks quite out of date : 
Now no one regards what he utters with freedom, 
And, ihould he write pamphlets^ no great man would 

read 'em ; 
And (hould ixiant or defert iland in need of his aid. 
This racer would prove but a dull-founder'd J^^/s. 

HORACE, R II. ODE I. PARAPHRASED. 

Addreffed to Richard Steele, Efq, I7i4,. 

" En qui promittit cives, urbem fibi curar, 
" Imperium fore, & Italiara, & dtlubra dcorum." 

HoR. 1 Sat. vi. 34. 

TAICIC,. thou 't refolv'd, as I am told, 

^""^ Some flrange arcana to unfold, 

And, with the help of Buckley's pen. 

To vamp the good old caufe again, 

Which thou (fuch Burnet's (hrewd advice ij>) ^ 

Muft furbi& up, and nickname Cv\u^. 

K 4 TV^xj. 
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Thou pompoufly wile let us know 

What all the world knew k)ng ago, 

(E*er iincc Sir William Gore was mayor. 

And Harley fill'd the Commons' chair) lo 

That we a-German Pcince muft own 

When Anne for heaven reiigns her throne. 

But, more than that, thou 'It keep a root 

With — ^who is U — and who is oufy 

Thou 'It rail devoutly at the peac^^ 15 

And all its fecret cau/es trace, 

The bucket-play 'twixt Whigs and Tories, 

Their ups and downs, with fifty florics 

Of tricks the lord of Oxford knows. 

And errors of onr Plenipoes. 20 

Thou it tell of leagues among the great. 

Portending ruin to our ftate j 

And of that dreadful coup iV eclat ^ 

Which has afforded thee much chat. 

The Qjieen, forfooth (defpotic) gave tj 

Twelve coronet j without thy leave ! 

A breach of liberty, 'tis owri'd, 

For which no heads have j^^/ aton'd ! 

Believe me, what thou'ft undertaken 

May bring in jeopardy thy bacon ; 30 

For madmen, children, wits, and fools, 

Should never meddle with edg'd tools. 

But, (ince thou 'rt got iiito the fire, 

And canft not eafily retire, 

Thou muft no longer deal \xi farce y 35 

l^or pao^ivio cobble wicked verfe ; 

Until 
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Until thou fhalt have eas'd thy confciencc. 

Of fpleen, of politicks, and nonfenfe ; 

And, when thou 'ft bid adieu to care*,. 

And fettled Europe's ^r^W affairs, 40 

Twill then, perhaps, be worth thy while 

For Drury-Lane to fliape thy ftyle : 

" To make a pair of jolly fellows, 

" The fon and father, join to tell us, 

" How fbns may fafely difobey, 45 

" And fathers never fliould fay nay, 

** By which wife condu6t they grow friends 

« At laft— and fo the ftory ends*." 

When firlt I knew thee, Dick, thou were 
Renown'd for (kill in Fauftus' art f, 50. 

Which made thy clofet much frequented 
By buxom lafles — fome repented 
Their lucklefs choice of hufbands — others. 
Impatient to be like their mothers, 
ReccivM from thee profound directions 55; 

How beft to fettle their affe6lions. 
Thus thou, a friend to the diftrefs'd, 
D'u.\i\ in thy calling da thy beft. 

But now the Senate (if things bit 
And thou at Stockbridge wert not bit)- 60 

* This is faid to be a plot of a comedy with which 
Mr. Steele h«s long threatened the town. Swift.— 
In fome particulars it would apply to ** The Confcious 
" Lovers." 

f Tliere were fome tolerable grounds for this re- 
fleflion. Mr. Steele hatl aftuaUy a lahot^xw^ vlVqsJv«. 
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Mud feci thy eloquence and fire. 
Approve thy fchemes, thy wit admire. 
Thee with immortat honours crown, 
Whilft, Patriot-like f thou *lt ftrut and frown-. 

What though by enemies 'tis faid, 65 

The laurelj which adorns thy head^ 
Muft one day come m competition 
By virtue of fomc fly petition : 
Yet mum for that ; hope ftill the beft. 
Nor let fuch cares difturb thy reft. 70 

Methinks I hear thee loud as trumpet. 
As bagpipe fhrill, or oyfter-ltrumpet j 
Methinks I fee thee, fpruce and fine, 
With coat embroider'd richly fhine,. 
And dazzle all the idol-faces 75 

As through the ball thy worlhip paces ; 
(Though this I fpeak but at a venture, 
Suppofing thou haft tick with Hunter) 
Methinks I fee a black-guard rout 
Attend thy coach, and hear them fliout So 

In approbation of thy tongue, 
Which (in their ftyle) is purely bung. 
Now ! now you carry all before you T 
Nor dares one Jacobite or Tory 
Pretend to anfvvcr tone fyl — lable, S5 

Except the matchkfs hero Abel *. 
What though her hig4vnefs and her fpouf«- 
In Antwerp f keep a frugal houfe, 

* Abel Roper. 

f Wlicre the duke of Marlborough then rcfidcd. 
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Yet, not forgetful of a friend. 
They '11 foon enable thee to fpend, 50 

If to Macartney '^ thou wilt toaft, 
And to his pious patron' i gboji. 
Now manfully thou 'It run a tilt 
<* On popes, for all the blood they 've fpilt, 
<* For maflacres, and racks, and flames, 95 

" For lands enrich'd by crimfon dreams, 
" For inquifitions taught by Spain, 
** Of wliich the Chriftian world complain." 
Dick, we agree — all 's true thou 'It faid. 
As that my Mufe is yet a maid. 100 

But, if I may with freedom talk, 
All this is foreign to thy walk : 
Thy genius has perhaps a knack 
At trudging in a beaten track. 
But is for Jiate-affairs as fiE 105 

As mine for politicks and wit. 
Then let us both in time grow wife. 
Nor higher than our talents rife ; 
To fome fnug cellar let 's repair 
From duns and debts, and drown our care; jio 
Now quaff of honeft ale a quart. 
Now venture at a pint of port. 
With which infpir'd, we *11 club each night 
Some tender fonnet to indite. 

And with Tom D'Urfey, Philips, Dennis, 1^5 

Immortalize our Dolls and Jenneys. 

* General Macartney, who killed duke Hamlk^^u 
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John Dennis the fheltering Poet's Invitatioit 
to Richard Steele, the fecluded Partj-writer, 
and Member; to come and live with him ia 
The Mint; 1714*. 

Fit to be bound up with The C&isis*. 

T F thou canft lay afide a fpendthrift's air, 

•^ And condefccnd to feed on homely fare. 

Such as we Minters, with ragouts unftor'd. 

Will, in defiance of the law, afford : 

Quit thy patrols with Toby's Chriftmas-box, j 

And come to me at The Two Fighting Cocks; 

Since printing by fubfcription now is grown 

The ftaleft, idleft cheat about the town j / 

And ev'n Charles Gildon, who, a Papift bred^ 

Has an alarm againft that worlhip fpread, 10 

Is pra£lifittg thofe beaten paths of cruifing, 

And for new levies on Propofals muiing. 

Tis true, that Bloomlbury Square 's a noble place : 
But what are lofty buildings in thy cafe ? 
What *s a fine houfe embellilh'd to profufion, 15 

Where ihoulder-dabbers are in execution ? 
Or whence its timorous tenant fcldom fallies,. 
But apprehcnfive of infulting bailiffs ? 

* This and the preceding poem are printed, from 
copies in the Lambetii Library, K. 1.2. 29, 30. 410. 

5 TKls 
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"This once be mindful of a friend's ad\'ice. 

And ccafe to be improvideiitly nice ; 20 

Exchange the profpefts that delude thy fight. 

From Highgate's ftecp afcent and KTampftead's height. 

With verdant fcenes, that, from St. George's field, 

More durable and fafe enjoyments yield. 

Here I, ev*n I, that ne'er till now could find a j 

Eafe to my troubled and fufpicious mind, 
But ever was with jcaloufies poflcfs'd, 
Am in a ftatc of indolence and reft ; 
Fearful no more of Frenchmen in difguife, 
Nor looking upon ftrangers as on fpies, ^ 30 

But quite diverted of my former fpleen, 
Am unprovok'd without, and calm within : 
And here I *11 wait thy coming, till the fun 
Shall its diurnal courfe completely run. 
Think not that thou of fturdy butt fhalt fail, 35 

My landlord's cellar *s ftock'd with beer and ale, 
With every fort of malt that is in ufe, 
And every county's generous produce. 
The ready (for here Chriftian faith is fick, 
Which makes us feldom trefpafs upon tick) 40 

Inftantly brings the choiceft liquors out, 
Whether wc a(k for home-brew'd or for ftout, 
For mead or cyder, or, with dainties fed. 
Ring for a flaflc or two of white or red, 
Such as the drawer will not fail to fwear 45 

Was drunk by Pilkington when third time mayor. 
That name, methinks, fo popularly known 
For oppofition to the church and crown. 
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And, though I can't put off a woeful mien, 
Will be all mirth and cheerfulnefs within : 
As, in defpight of a ceriforious race, 
I moll incontinently fuck my face. 
What mighty projefls does not he defign, 
Whofe ftomach flows, and brain turns round with ^ 
Wine, powerful wine, can thaw the frozen cir, 
And fafhion him to humour and to witj 
Makes even S"***^ to difclofe his art, 
By racking every fecret from his h^art. 
As he flings off the ftatefman's fly difguife, 
"To name the cuckold's wife with whom he lie*. 
Ev*n Sarum, when he quaffs it flead of tea, 
fancies himfelf in Canterbury's fee, 
And S****** when he -caroufing reels. 
Imagines that he has regained the fcals : 
W******, by virtue of its juice, can fight, 
And Stanhc^e of £ommifTioners make light. 
Wine gives lord William aptitude of parts, 
And fwells him virith his family's deferts : 
Whom can it not make eloquent of fpeech ? 
Whom in extremeft poverty not rich ? 
Since, by the means of the prevailing grape, 
Th****n can Lechmere's warmth not only ape, 
But, half-feas-o'er, by its infpiring bounties. 
Can qualify himfelf in feveral counties. 
What I have promised, thou mayft reft aflfur'd, 
^hall faithfully and gladly be procured. 
Nay, I 'm already better than my word, 
liewj)lates and knives adorn tlie jovial board : 
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And, left thou at their fight ihouldft make wry faces, 
The girl has fcowcr'd the pots, and wafliM the glaflcs> " 
Ta*en care fo excellently well to clean 'em, ■ * 

That thou mayft fee thine own dear pifture in ^m. 

Moreover, due provifion has been made. 
That converfation may not be betray 'd ; 
I have no company but what is proper 145 

To fit with the moft flagrant Whig at fupper. 
There 's flot a man among them but muft pleafe, 
Since they 're as like each other as are peas. 
Toland and Hare have jointly fent me word, 
They '11 come; and Kennet thinks to make a third, 150 
Provided he 'as no other invitation, 
From men of greater quality and ftation. 
Room will for Oldmixon and J — s be left ; 
But theip difcourfes fmell too much of theft : 
There would be no abiding in the room, 155 

Should two fuch ignorant pretenders come. 
However, by this trufty bearer write, 
If I fhould any other fcabs invite ; 

Though if I may my ferious judgement give, , 

1 'm wholly for King Charles's number five : 160 

Tliat was th= flint in which that monarch fix'd. 
Who would not be with noifinefs perplex'd ? 
And that, if thou 'it agree to think it beft. 
Shall be our tale of heads, without one other gucfl. 

I 've nothing more, now this is faid, to fay, 165 

But to requeft thou 'It inftantly away. 
And leave the duties of thy prefent poft. 
To feme well-fl^ill'd retainer to a hoft ; 

Vol. T. L TonVrUs 
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Doubtlefs he *11 carefully thy place fupply. 

And o*er his grace's horfcs have an eye. 171 

While thou, who 'ft flunk through poftern more tha 

once, 
Doft by that means avoid a croud of duns. 
And, croflTing o'er Tlic Thames at Temple-ftairs, 
Leav'ft Philips with good words to cheat their ears. 

To LORD HARLEY, on his Marriage, 2713 

A MONG tlie numbers who employ 
•**• Their tongues and pens to give you joy. 
Dear Harlcy I generous youth, admit 
What friendfhip di6^atcs more than wit. 
Forgive me, when I fondly thought 
(By frequent obfervations taught) 
A fpirit fo informed as yours 
Could never profper in amours. 
The God of Wit, and Light, and Arts, 
With all acquired and natural parts, 
Wliofe harp could favage beads enchant, 
Was an unfortunate gallant. 
Had Bacchus after Daphne reel'd. 
The Nymph had foon been brought to yield : 
Or, had embroider'd Mars purfued. 
The Nymph would ne'er have been a prude. 
Ten tlioufand footfteps, full in view, 
Mark out the way where Daphne flew : 
For fuch is all the fex*s flight, 
They fly fiom learning, wit, and light: 

Thcj 
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They fly, and none can overtake 
But fome gay coxcomb, or a rake. 

How then, dear Harley, could I gueft 
That you fhould meet, in love, fuccefs? 
For, if thofe antient talcs be true> 
Phoebus was licautiful as you i 
Yet Daphoe never flack'd her pace. 
For wit and learning fpoil'd his face. 
And, iince tiic fame refemblance held 
In gifts wherein you both exccU'd, 
1 fancy*d every nymph would run 
From you, as from Latona's fon. 

Then where, faid I, fliall Harley find 
A virgin of fuperior mind, 
With wit and virtue to difcover. 
And pay the merit of her lover ? 

This cliarafter (hall Ca'endiih claim, 
Born to retrieve her fex's fame. 
The chief among the glittering crowd. 
Of titles, birth, and fortune proud, 
(As fools are infolent and vain). 
Madly afpir'd to wear her chain : 
But Talias, guardian of tiie Maid, 
I)cfcending to her charge's aid, 
Hold out M^dufa's fnaky locks, 
Which ftupify'd them all to flocks. 
The Nymph with indignation vicwU 
The dull, the noify, and the lewd : 
For Pallas, with celeftial light. 
Had purify'd her mortal fights 
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Shew'd her the virtues all combin'd, 
Frcfli blooming, in young Harlcy's mind. 

Tcrreftrial nymphs, by former arts, 
Difplay tKcir various nets for hearts : 
Their looks arc all by method fct, 
When to be prude, and when coquette; 
Yet, wanting fkill and power to chufe. 
Their only pride is to rcfufe. 
But, when a goddefs would beftow 
Her love on fome bright youth below, 
Round all the earth ihe cads her eyes ; 
And then, defcending from the Ikics, 
Makes choice of him Ihe fancies beft, 
And bids the ravifh'd youth be blefs'd. 

Thus the bright Emprefs of the Morn 
Chofe, for her fpoufe, a mortal born : 
The Goddefs made advances firft; 
Elfe what afpiring hero durft ? 
Though, like a virgin of fifteen, 
She bluihes when by mortals fecn j 
Still bluihes, and with fpeed retires. 
When Sol purfues her with his fires. 

Diana thus. Heaven's chafteft queen. 
Struck with Endymion's graceful mien, 
Down from her filver chariot came. 
And to the Shepherd own'd her flame. 

Thus Ca'cndiih, as Aurora bright. 
And chafter than the Queen of Night, 
Defcended from her fphere to find 
A mortal of fuperior kind. 
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IN SICKNESS, 
Written in Ireland, October 17 14. 

"T^ 1 S true — then why (hould I repine 

-*■ To fee my life fo faft decline ? 
But why obfcurcly here alone, 
Where I am neither lov*cl nor known ? 
My ftate of health none care to learn ; 
My life is here no foul's concern : 
And thofe with whom I now convcrfc 
Without a tear will tend my hearfc. 
Removed from kind Arbuthnot's aid. 
Who knows his art, but not his trade, 
Preferring his regard for me 
Before his credit, or his fee. 
Some formal vifits, look?, and words, 
What mere humanity affords, 
1 meet perhaps from three or four, 
From whom I once expefted more ; 
Which thofe who tend the fick for pay 
Can a6l as decently as they : 
But no obliging tender friend 
To help at my approaching end. 
My life is now a burden grown 
To others, ere it be my own. 

Ye formal weepers for the fick, 
In your lafl: offices l>e quick ; 
And fpare my abfent friends the grief 
To hear, yet give mc no relief} 
Expired to day, intomb'd to-motrow^ 
When known, will fave a dou\V\e-^ottovj . 

L 3 '^^ 
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The fable of the BITCHES. 

Written in the Ifear 171 J. 
On an Attempt to repeal the Test Act. 

AB I T C H that was fuU pregnant grown. 
By all the dogs and curs in town, 
Finding her ripen'd time was come, 
Her Utter teeming from her womb, 
Went here and there, and every where. 
To find an eafy place to lay-her. 

At length to Mufick*s houfe * fhe eamc> 
And begg'd like one both blind and lame;^ 
** My only friend, my dear," faid fhe, 
" You fee 'tis mere neccility, 
" Hath fent rac to your houfe to whelp; 
** I 11 die, if you deny your help/' 

With fawning whine, and rueful tone. 
With artful figh and feigned groan, 
With couchant cringe, and flattering tale^ 
Smooth Bawty f di^l fo far prevail. 
That Mufick gave her leave to litter ; 
But mark what followed — faith ! fhe bit her. 

Whole baikets full of bits and fcraps. 
And broth enough to fill her paps ^ 

* The church of England. 

f A Scotch name for a bitch; alluding to the kirk. 
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For, well fhe knew, her numerous brood. 
For want of milk, would fuck her blood. 

But when (he thought her pains were done> 
And now twas high time to be gone ; 
In civil terms, — " My friend/' fays fhe, 
<* My houfe you 've had on coxirtefy 5 
" And now I earneftly defirc, 
*< That you would with your cubs retire r 
" For, ihould you ftay but one week longer, 
" I fliall be ftarv*d with cold and hunger.'* 

Tlie gueft reply*d — " My friend, youx leave 
** I mud a little longer crave ; 
** Stay till my tender cubs can find 
" Their way — for now, you fee, they 're blind ; 
** But, when we 'vt gather'd ftrength, I fwcar, 
" We '11 to our bam again repair." 

The time pafs'd on ; and Mufick came. 
Her kennel once again to claim ; 
But Bawty, lofl to fhamc and honour. 
Set all her cubs at once upon her ; 
Made her retire, and quit her right. 
And loudly cry'd — "A bite ! a bite I** 

THE MORAL. 

Thus did the Grecian wooden horfc 
Conceal a fatal armed force : 
No fooner brought within the walls. 
But Ilium 's loft, and Priam falls. 

L 4 YIO^KQ.^. 
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HORACE, BOOK IIL ODE II. 

TO THE EARL OF OXFORI 
LATE LORD TREASURER. 
Sent to him when in the Tower, i7i6« 

TT O W bleft is he, who for his country dies, 
"*■ -*" Since death purfues the coward as he flies ! 
The youth in vain would fly from Fate's attack. 
With trembling knees and terror at his hack j 
Though fear (hould lend him pinions like the vvind^ 
Yet fwiftcr fate will feizc him from behind. 

Virtue repuls'd, yet knows not to repine j 
But Ihall with unattaifnted honour fhine ; 
Nor (loops to take the Jlaff'^, nor lays it down, 
Juft as the rabble pleafe to fmile or frown. 

Virtue, to crown her favourites, loves to try 
Some new unbeaten pafiage to the iky ; 
Where Jove a feat among the gods will give 
To thofe who die for meriting to live. 

Next, faithful Silence hath a fure reward ; 
Witliin our brcaft be every fecret barr'd ! 
He, who betrays his friend, fliall never be. 
Under one roof, or in one (hip, with me. 
For who with traitors would his fafety truft, 
Left, with the wicked^ heaven involve the juft ? 
And, though the villain 'fcape a while, he feels 
Slow vengeance, like a blood-hound, at his heels. 

• The enfign of the lord treafurcr's office. 



C '53 3 
I^ H Y L L I S; 

O R, 
THE PROGRESS OF LOVE. lyii, 

"p\ ESPONDING Phyllis was endued 

^^ Willi every talent of a prude : 

She trembled when a man drew near; 

Salute her, and flie turned her ear ; 

If o*er againft her you were plac*d, 

She durft not look above your waift : 

She M rather take you to Ixrr bed, 

Than let you fee her drefs her head : . 

In church you hear her, through the croud> 

Repeat the ahfolution loud : 

In church, fecure behind her fan. 

She durft behold that monftcr man ; 

There praAis'd how to place her heady ^ 

And bit her lips to make them red ; 

Or, on the mat devoutly kneeling, 

Would lift her eyes up to the cieling. 

And heave her bofom unaware. 

For neighbouring beaux to fee it bare. . 

At length a lucky lover came, 
And found admittance to the dame. 
Suppofe all parties now agreed. 
The writings drawn, the lawyer fee'd,. 
The vicar and the ring befpoke : 
Guefs, how could fuch a match be btok^', 

4 ^«^ 
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See then what mortals place their blifs in r 
Next morn betimes the bride was miding. : 
The mother fcream*cl, the father chid ; 
Where can this idle wench be hid ? 
No news of Phyl ! the bridegroom came. 
And thought his bride had fkulk*d for Ihame ; 
Becaufe her father us*d to fay, 
The girl hadfuch a hajbful tway ! 

Now John the butler muft be fent 
To learn the road that Phyllis went. 
The groom was wifli'd to faddlc Crop ; 
For John muft neither light nor ftop. 
But find her, wherefoc*er (he fled. 
And bring her back, aliw^e or dead. 

Sec here again the devil to do \ 
For truly John was miiling tcK> : 
The horfe and pillion both were gone \ 
Phyllis, it feems, was fled with John. 

Old Madam, who \Vent up to find 
What papers Phyl had left behind, 
A letter on the toilet fees, 
Ttf nty much-honoured father — thefe — 
('Tis always done, romances tell us. 
When daughters run away with felbws) 
Fiird with the choiceft common-places. 
By others usM in the like cafes. 
" That long ago zfortune'telter 
*« Exa£My faid what now bcfel her ; 
•* And in ^glafs had made her fee 
** Aferving-man rf tow degree. 
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« It was her fate y muft be forgiven ; 
^ For marriages nuere made in heaven : 
" His pardon begg'd : but, to be plain, 
*' She M do V, if *t*were to do again : 
*« Thank*d God, *twas neither Jbame nor Jin ; 
** For John was come of honeft kin, 
" Love never thinks of rich and poor : 
** She *d beg nvitb John from door to door, 
" Forgive her, if it be a crime ; 
" She '11 never do 't another time, 
" She ne'er before in all her life 
** Once difobey'd him, maid nor mjtfe. 
** One argument flie fumm'd up all in, 
** The thing tjoas done^ andpaft recalling ; 
** And therefore hop'd fhe fliould recover 
** His favour, when his paffion *j over, 
** She valued not what others thought hci;, 
" And was — his mojf obedient daughter" 

Fair maidens, all attend the Muftr, 
Who now the wandering pair purfucs : 
Away they rode in homely fort. 
Their journey long, their money ihort ; 
The loving couple well bemir'd ; 
The horfc and both the riders tir'd ; 
Their viftuals bad, their lodging worfc ; 
Phyl cry'd ! and John began to curfe : 
Phyl wifh'd, that fhe, had ftrain'd a limb. 
When firft Ihe ventur'd out with him ; 
John wifli'd, that he had broke a leg. 
When firft for her he quitted Peg. 
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' But what adventures more bef^i tliem. 
The Mufe hath now no time to tell theiQ, 
How Johnny wheedled, threaten'd, fawn'dy 
Till Phyllis all her trinkets pawned : 
How pft* Ihe broke -her marriage vows 
In kindnefs to maintain her fpoufe. 
Till f wains unwholefome fpoil'd the trade ; 
For now tlie furgeons muft be paid. 
To whom thofe perquifites are gone. 
In Chriftian juftice due to John. 

When food and raiment now grew fcarcc, . 
Fate put a period to the farce, 
And with exaft poetic juftice ; 
For John was landlord, Phyllis hoftefs ; 
They keep, at Staines, the Old Blue Boar, 
Are cat and dog, and rogue and whore. 
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« 

THOMAM SHERIDAN. 1717. 

"p\ ELICIT Sheridan Mufarum, dulcis amice, 
•*^ Si tibi propitius PermelTi ad flumen Apollo 
Occurrat, feu te mimura convivia rident, 
^quivocofque fales fpargis, feu ludere verfu 
Malles; die, Sheridan, quifnam fuit ille deorum, 
Qij^ae melior natura orto tibi tradidic artcm 
Rimandi genium puerorum, atque ima cerebri 
Scrutandi ? Tibi nafcenti ad cunabuia Pallas 

Aflitit; 



AD AMICUM ERUDITUM. 157 

ftitit ; & dixit, mentis praefaga futurae, 
eu, pucr infelix I noftro fub fidere natua ; 
ani tu pcftus eris fine corpore, corporis umbra 5 
rd levitate umbrarrf fupcrabis, voce cicadam : 
[ufca femur, palmas tibi mus dedit, ardea crura, 
orpore fed tenui tibi quod natura negavit, 
GO animi dotes fupplebunt ; tcquc docente, 
ec longum tempus, furgct tibi do6^a juventuSy 
rtibus egregiis animas inllrufta novellas, 
rex hinc Paeonius venit, ecce, falutifer orbi. 
ft, illi caufas orant ; his infula vifa eft 
ivinam capiti nodo conftringere mitram. 
Natalis te horae non fallunt figna, fed ufque 
onfcius, expcdias puero feu laetus Apollo 
afccnti arrifit ; five ilium frigidus horror 
iturni premit, aut feptem inflaverc trioncs. 
Quin tu alte penitufque latentia femina cemis, 
^aeque diu obtundendo olim fub luminis auras 
rumpcnt, promis; quo ritu faepe puella 
xh cinere hefterno fopitos fufcitat ignes. 
Te dominum agnofcit quocunque fub acre natu^ ; 
u^os indulgentis nimium cuftodia matris 
eflundat : nam faepe vides in ftipite matrem. 
Aureus at ramus, venerandas dona Sibyllae, 
Eneae fedes tantiim patcfccit Avernus 5 
aepe puer tua quem tetigit femel aurea virga 
'oeJumque terrafque vidct, nodemque protundam. 
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HORACE, BOOK IV. ODE IX. 
ADDRESSED TO ABP. KING. 1718. 

TTIRTUE conccalM within our breaft 

^ Is inaftivity at bcft : 
But never (hall the Mufe endure 
To let your virtues lie obfcure. 
Or fuffer Envy to conceal 
Your labours for the public weal. 
Within your bread all wifdom lies, 
Either to govern or advife ; 
Vour ftcady foul preferves her frame 
In good and evil times the fame. 
Pale Avarice and lurking Fraud 
Stand in your facrcd prefence aw*d ; 
Your hand alone from gold abftainj, 
Which dragb the flavilh world in chains. 

Him for a happy man I own, 
Whofe fonunc is not overgrown ; 
And happy he, who wifely knows 
To ufe the gifts that Heaven bcftows ; 
Or, if it pleafe the Powers Divine, 
Can fulFor want, and not repine. 
The man, who infamy to fljun 
Into the arms of death would run, 
That man is ready to defend 
With life his countrv or his friend. 
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To Mr. DEL ANY, Nov, lo, 1718, 

npO you, whofe virtues, I muft own 
-*- With fhame, I have too lately known ; 
To you, by art and nature taught 
To be the man I long have fought. 
Had not ill Fate, perverfe and blind, 
Plac'd you in life too far behind ; 
Or, what I fhould repine at more, 
Plac'd me in life too far before : 
To you tlie Mufe this verfe beftows. 
Which might as well have been in profe j 
No thought, no fancy, no fublime^ 
But fimple topicks told in rhyme. 

Talents for converfation fit, 
Are humour, breeding, fenfe, and wit : 
The laft, as boundlcfs as the wind, 
Is well conceiv'd, tiiough not defin'd : » 

For, furc, by wit is chicdy meant 
Applying well what we invent. 
What humour is, not all the tribe 
Of hgick- mongers can defcribc} 
Here nature only ads her part, 
Unhelp'd by practice, books, or art : 
For wit and humour differ quite; 
That gives furprize, and this delight. 
Humour is odd, grotcfque, and wild. 
Only by affeclation fpoil'd : 

Ok 
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*Tis never by invention got, 
Men have it when rhey know it not. 

Our converfation to refine, 
' Humour and wit mufl both combine : 
From both wc learn to railly well. 
Wherein fometimes the French excel. 
Voiture, in various lights, difplayg 
That irony which turns to praife : 
His genius firfi: found out the rule 
For an obliging ridicule : 
He flatters with peculiar air 
"The brave, tlie witty, and the fair^ 
And fools would fancy he intends 
A fatire, where he moft commends. 
But, as a poor pretending beau, 
Becaufe he fain would make a fliow, 
Nor can arrive at fjlver lace. 
Takes up with copper in the place : 
So the pert dunces of mankind. 
Whene'er they would be thought rcfin'd, 
As if the difference lay abftrufe 
Twixt raillery and grofs abufc j 
To fliew their parts, will fcold and rail. 
Like porters o'er a pot of ale. 
Such is that clan of boiflerous bean. 
Always together by the ears ; 
Shrewd fellows and arch wags, a tribe 
That meet for nothing but a gibe ; 
Who firft run one another down, . 
. And then fall foul on all the town i 
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TO MR. DELANY. i6i 

"Skill'cl in the horfe-laugh and dry rub. 
And caird by excellence The Club* 
I mean your Butler, Dawfon, Car« 
All fpecial fiends, and always jar. 

The mettled and the vicious deed 
Differ as little in their breed ^ 
Nay, Voiturc is as like Tom Leigh 
As rudeness is to repartee. 

If what you faid I wifh unfpoke, 
^Twill not fuffice it was a joke : 
Reproach not, though in jeil, a friend 
For thofe defers he cannot mend ; 
His lineage, calling, (hape, or fenfe. 
If nam'd with fcorn, gives juft offence. 

What ufe in life to make men fret, 
Part in worfe humour than they met ? 
Thus all fociety is loft. 
Men laugh at one another's coft i 
And half the company is teaz'd. 
That came together to be pleas'd : 
For all buffoons have moft in view 
To pleafc thcmfelves by vexing you. 

You wonder now to fee me write 
So gravely on a fubjed light j 
Some part of what I here deiign 
Regards a friend * of your's and mine ; 
Who, neither void of fenfe nor wit. 
Yet fcldom judges what is fit, 

* Dr. Sheridan. 
Vol. L M "^xxx^ 
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But Tallies oft' beyond his l)ounds. 
And takes unmcafurable rounds. 

When jefls arc carried on too far, 
And the loud ktigh begins the war. 
You keep your countenancfe for fhanjc. 
Yet ftill you think your friend to blame u 
For, though men cry they lore a jeft, 
'Tis but when others ftand the teft 5 
And (would you have their meaning known) 
They love a jeft that is their own. 

You muft, although the point be nice, 
Beftow your friend fome good advice : 
One hint from you will fet him rights 
And teach him how to be polite. 
Bid him, like you, obferve with care, 
Whom to be hard on, whom to fpare ; 
Nor indiftinftly to fuppofe 
All ful)jc6ls like Dan Jackfon's nofe *". 
To fludy the obliging jeft. 
By reading thoft who teach it beft; 
For profe I recommend Voiture's, 
For verfe (I fpeak my judgement) yours* 
He 11 find the fecrct out from thence. 
To rhyme all dav without offence j 
And I no more fhall then accufe 
The flirts of his ill-manner'd Mufe,^ 

If he be guilty, you muft mend him j 
If he be innocent, defend him. 

* Which was afterwards the fubje^ of fevcral pocn 
bv Dr. Swift and others. 

A^Tl'fefx- 
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A LEFT-HANDED LETTER 

TO DR, SHERIDAN*. ijiR. 

Si R^ 
"p\ELANY reports it^ and he has a ihrewd tongue> 
-■^ That we both aft the part of the clown and 

cow-dung J 
We lye cramming ourfclvcs^ and are ready to burft,. 
Yet ftill are no wifer than we were at firft, 
Pudet bac opp-obria, I freely muft tell ye, 
£t dicipotu\fey it mnpoiuij/e refellL 
Though Delany advis'd you to plague me no longer, 
You reply and rejoin like Hoadly of Bangor, 
1 muft now, at one fitting, pay off my old fcorc ; 
How many to anfvvcr T One, two,, tliree, four. 
But, becaufe the three former are long ago paft„ 
I ihall, for method fake, begin with the laft. 
You treat me like a boy that knocks down his foe, 
Who, ere t'other gets up, demands the rifing b'ow. 
Tet I know a young rogue, that, thrown flat on the tield^ 
Would,, as he }ay .under, cry out, Sirrali ! yield. 
So the French, when our Generals foundly did pay them: 
Went triumphant to church, and fang ftoutly TV Deum, 
So the famous Tom Leigh, when (pjite run aground, 
ComoSyofif by out-laughing the company round. 
In every vile pamphlet you *11 read the fame fancies,. 
Having thus overthrown all our funher advances. 

♦ likit humour of this poem is partly loft, by the im- 
poflibility of |>tinting it left-I\anded t« it >«vi "^^^nxs.^. 
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My offers of peace you ill underftood : 
Fpend Sheridan, when will you know your own good> 
*Twas to teach you in modefter language your duty ; 
For, were you a dog, I could not he rude t*yc : 
As a good quiet foul, who no mifchief intend^ 
To a quarrelfome fellow, cries, Let us be friends* 
But we like Antxus and Hercules Bght, 
The oftener you fall, the oftener you write ; 
And I '11 ufe you as he did that overgrown clown, 
I '11 6i(l take you up, and then take you down : 
And, 'tis your own cafe, for you never can wound 
The word dunce in your fchool, till he *s heav'd from 
the ground. 

I beg your pardon for ufing my left-hand, but I was 
in great haftc, and the other hand was employed at the 
fame time in writing fome letters of bufmefs. — I wiU 
fend you the red when 1 have leifure : but pray coiqe 
to dinner witli the company you met here lad. 

A MOTTO for Mr. JASON HASARD, 

Woollen-Draper in Dublin; 

Whofe Sign was the Golden Fleece. 

JASON, the valiant prince of Greece, 
From Colchos brought tlie Golden Fleece: 
We comb the wool, refine the duff, 
For modern Jafon, that 's enough. 
Oh! could we tame yon ^watchful'* Dragon, 
.Old Jafon would have lefs to brag on. 



* EngAanA. 



*t^ 



t 165 3 

TO DR. SHERIDAN. 171*. 

\Xr H AT E ' E R your prcdcccfTors taught us, 

^ I have a great efleem for Plautus ; 
And think your boys may gather there-hcncc 
More wit and humour than from Terence. 
But as to comic Ariftophanes, 
The rogue too vicious and too prophane is. 
I went in vain to look for Eupolis 
Down in die Strand *, juft where the New Pole is f . 
For I can tell you one thing, that I can 
(You will not find it in the Vatican). 
He and Cratinus us'd, as Horace fays. 
To take his greatcft grandees for alFes. 
Poets, in thofc days, us'd to venture high^ 
But thefe are loft full many a century. 
Thus you may fee, dear friend, ^ijr//</-f hence,-. 
My judgement of the old Comedians. 

Proceed to Tragicks : firft, Euripides 
(An author where I fometimes dip a-days) 
Is rightly cenfur'd by the Stagirite,. 
Who fays, his numl)ers do not fadge aright* 
A friend of mine that author defpifes 
So much, he fwears the very beft piece is. 
For aught he knows, as l)ad as Thefpis'sj. 
And that a woman, in thcfe tragedies, 
Comnoonly freaking, but a fad jade is. 

^ The hdi may be true; but tlie rhyme ooA me (bine 
trouble. Swift, 

M I Kv 
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At Icaft, I *in well aflur'd, that no folk lays 
^he woighc on him they do on Sopliocles^ 
But, above all, I prefer ^fchylus, 
Whofc moTiDg touches, when they pleafe, kill xxi^ 

And now 1 find my Mufe but iil able, 
To hold out longer in Triflyllable. 
I chofe thofe rhymes out for their difficulty} 
"Will you return as hard oacs if I call t'ye ? 

^TELLA^S BIRTH-DAYy 
March 13, 17x8-19. 

O T E L L A this day is thirty-four, 
^ (Wc iha* n*t difpute a year or more) r 
However, Stella, be not troubled, 
Although thy fize and years are doubled. 
Since firft I faw thee at iixteen. 
The brighteft virgin on the green : 
'So little is thy form declined ; 
Made upfo largely in thy mind. 

Oh, would it pleafe The gods to/p/it 
Thy beauty, fize, and years, and wit I 
No age could furnifli out a pair 
•Of nymphs fo graceful, wife, and fair ; 
*With half the luftre of your eyes, 
IVith half your wit, your years, and fize 
And then, before it -grew too late. 
How fhould I beg of gentle Fate 
(That either nymph might have her fwain) 
To fplit my worihip too in twain ! 

DIL 
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DR. SHERIDAN TO DR. SWIFT. 1719- 
T^ EAR Dean, fince in cruxes ^nd puns you and I deal, 
-■^ Pray v4iy is a woman a ficve -and a riddle ? 
^Tis a thought that came into my noddle this morning. 
In bed as I lay, Sir, a-toffing and turning. 
You '11 find, if you read but a few of your hiflories^ 
All women as Eve, all women are myfteries. 
To find out this riddle I know you '11 be eage^ 
And make every one of the fex a Belphegor. 
But that will not^do, for 1 mean to commend them : 
I fwear without jefl I an honour intend them. 
In a fieve, Sir, their antient extraftion I quite tell. 
In a riddle I give you their power and rheir title. 
This 2 told you before: do you know what I mean, tur? 
** Not I, by my troth, Sir." — Then read it again. Sir. 
The rcafon I fend you thefe Kncs of rhymes double 
Is purely through pky, to fave you tire trouble 
Of thinking t\wo hours for a rhyme as you did la(l| 
When your Pegafus canter*d it triple, and rid faft. 

As for my little nag, which I keep at Pama^ns, 
With Phoebus's leave, to run with his alTes, 
He goes daw and fure, and he never is jaded, 
While your fiery ftced ib v4iijpp*d, fpqrr'd, baftinaded. 

THE DEAN'S ANSWER. 
T N reading yx)ur letter alone in my hackney, 
"*• Your damnable riddle my poor brains did rack nigh. 
And when with much labour the maticr I crackt, 
S. found you miilaken in matter of fad. 

M 4 K>^^ 
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A woman 's no iieve (for with that you begm)>. 
Becaufe ihe lets out more than e'er fhe takes iiu 
And that fhe 's a riddle^ can never be righty. 
For a riddle is dark, but a woman is light. 
But, grant her a fieve, I can lay Something ardier: 
Pray what is a man ? he 's a fine linen 'earcher* 

Now tell me a thing that wants interpretation^ 
What name for a * maid, was the firfl man's daoiDatkmr 
If your worfhip will pleafe to explain me this nktUf 
1 fwear from henceforward you fhall be my Ph«buSi 
Fn>m my hackney-coach, Sept. ii, 
1719, paA 12 at noon. 
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ALL travelers at firft incline 
Where-e'er they fee the fiaireft fign ; 
And, if they find the chambers neat. 
And like the liquor and the meat. 
Will call again, and recommend 
The Angel-inn to every friend. 
What though the painting grows decay'd^. 
The houf/£ will never lofe its trade : 
Nay, though the treacherous tapfter Thomas 
Hangs a new Angel two doors from us. 
As fine as daubers* hands can make it, 
In hopes that flrangers may miflake it^ 

* Fir Gifip. Man-trap*. 

Wc 
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Wc think it both a fliaitie and fin 
To quit the true old Angel-inn. 

NoNV this is Stella's cafe in h&f 
An angeh face a little crack *d 
(Could poets or could painters fix 
How angels look at thirty-fix) : 
This drew us in at firil to find 
In fuch a form an angel's mind ; 
And every virtue now fupplies 
The fainting rays of Stella's eyes. 
See at her levee crouding fwains. 
Whom Stella freely entertains 
With breeding, humour, wit, and fcnfc 5; 
And puts them but to ftnall expence j 
Their mind fo plentifully fills, 
And makes, fuch reafonable bills, 
So little gets for what (be gives 
We really wonder how Ihe lives I 
And, had her flock been lefs, no doubt 
She mufl have long ago run dut. 

Then who can think We 11 quit the place^^ 
When Doll hangs out a newer face ? 
Or flop and light at Cloe*s head, 
With fcraps and leavings to be fed ? - 

Then, Cloe, flill go on to prate 
Of thirty-fix, and thirty-eight ; 
Purfue your trade of fcandal-picking,- 
Your hints, that Stella is no chicken $ - 
Your innuendos, when you tell us. 
That Stella loves to talk with fellowtr 
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« 

And let me warn you to believe 

A truth, for which your foul ihould grieve^ 

That, ihould you live to fee the day 

When Stella's locks raull all be grey. 

When age muft print a furrow'd trace 

On every feature of her face ; 

Though you, and all your fenfelefs tribe. 

Could art, or time, or nature bribe. 

To make you look like Beauty's Q^ecn, 

And hold for ever at ^fteen { 

No bloom of youth can ever blind 

The cracks and wrinkles of your mind ; 

All menof -fenfe will pafs your door. 

And crou^ ^o Stella's at fourfcore« 

T O S T E L L A, 

Who colleded andttanfcribed his Poems. i72Qi 

A S, when a lofty |>ile is rais'd, 
•^^ We never hear the workmen prais'd. 
Who bring the lime, or place the ftones : 
But all admire Inigo Jones : 
So, if this pile of fcatter'd rhymes 
Should be appcov'd in after-times^ 
If it both pleafes and endures. 
The merit and the praife are yours. 

Thou, Stella, wert no longer young. 
When firfl for thee my harp was fining. 
Without one word of Cupid's darts, 
Of Julling ejesj or bkeding hearts^ 

With 



T -O STELLA. 179 

iVith Friendihip and Efteem peiTed, 
[ ne'er admitted Love a gueil. 

In all the habitudes of life« 
The friend^ the miftrefs, and the wife, 
V'ariety we itill purfue, 
n pleafurc feek for fomething new j 
> elfe, comparing with the reft, 
Take comfort, that our own is bcft ; 
The beft we value by the worft 
; As tradefmen ihew their tralh at iirft) j ^ 

But his purfulcs were at an end, 
(Vhom Stella chufes for z friend. 

A Poet fiarving in a garret, ' 

[Conning all topicks like a parrot, 
[nvokes his Miftrefs and his Mufe, 
And ftays at home for want of ihoes j 
Should but his Mufe defccnding drop 
A. (lice of bread and mutton-chop j 
Dr kindly, when his credit's out, 
Surprize liim with a pint of ftout ^ 
3r patch his broken ftocking-foals, 
3r fend him in a peck of coals ; 
Exalted in his mighty mind, 
Hie flies, and leaves the ftars behind* 
Mounts all his labours amply pjud, 
Adores her for the timtly aid. 

Or, ihould a porter make enquiries 
For Chloe, Sylvia, Phyllis, Iris j 
Be told the lodging, lane, and (ign. 
The bawe» that liold thofe nymphs divinej 

Ftk 
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Fair Chloe Would perhaps be found 

With footmen tippling under ground ; 

The charming Sylvia beating flax. 

Her flioulders mark'd with bloody tracks ; 

Bright Phyllis mending ragged ftnocks ; 

And radiant Iris in the pox. 

Thefe are the goddefles cnroll-d 

In Curll's colle£^ion, new and old, 

Whofe fcoundrel fathers would not know 'cin>. 

tf they fhould meet them in a poem. 

True poets can deprefs and raife, 
Are lords of infamy and praife ; 
They are not fcurrilous in fatire, 
Kor will in panegyrick flatter! 
Unjullly poets we afperfe ; 
Truth Ihines the brighter clad in verfc, 
And all the fictions they purfue, 
Do but infinuate what is true. 

Now, fhould my praifes owe their truths 
To beauty, drcfs, or paint, or youth. 
What Stoics call 'without our po^vuery. 
They could not be infur'd an hour : 
*Twere grafting on an annual ftock,, 
That mufl our expe6^ation mock. 
And, making one luxuri^t fhoot, 
Die the next year for want of root : 
Before I could m^ verfes bring. 
Perhaps you *re quite another thing. 

So Maevius, when he drain'd his ftuU- 
To celebi^ce fome fuburb trull, 

Hi 
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His fimilies in order fet, 

And every cramlx) he could get, 

Had gone through all the common- places 

Worn out by wits, who rhyme on faces ? 

Before he could his poem clofe, 

The lovely nymph had loft her nofe* 

Your virtues fafely I commend j 
They on no accidents depend : 
Let malice look with all her eyes» 
She dares not fay the poet lyes. 

Stella, when you thefe lines tranfcribc;^ 
Left you (hould take them for a bribe, 
Refolv'd to mortify your pride, 
I *11 here cxpofc your weaker fide. 

Your fpirits kindle to a flame, 
Mov*d with the lightcft touch of bkmei 
And, when a friend in kindnefs tries 
To (hew you where your error lies, 
Convi£tion does but more incenfe ; 
Pcrverfenefs is your whole defence ; 
Truth, judgement, wit, give place to fpight^ 
Regardlcfs both of wrong and right; 
Your virtues all fufpended wait 
Till time hath openM reafon's gate; 
And, what is worfe, your paftion bends 
Its force againft your neareft friends. 
Which manners, decency, and pride. 
Have taught you from the world to hide ? 
In vain ; for fee, your friend hath brought 
To public light your only fault 5 
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And yet a fault we often find 

Mix'd in a noble generous mind ; 

And may compare to Etna's fire, 

Whicliy though with trembling, all admire ^ 

The heat, that makes the fummtt glow, 

Enriching all the vales below. 

Thofc who in warmer climes complain 

From Phoebus* rays they fuffer pain, 

Mud own that pain is largely paid 

By generous wines beneath a fhade. 

Yet, when I find your pailions rife, 
And anger fparkling in your eyes, 
I grieve thofe fpirits fhould be fpent, 
For nobler ends by nature meant. 
One pailion with a different turn 
Makes wit inflame, or anger burn : 
So the fun*s heat with different power* 
Ripens the grape, the liquors fours : 
Thus Ajax, when with rage pofTeft 
By Pallas breath'd into his bread, 
HiB valour would no more employ. 
Which might alone have conquer'd Troyi 
But, blinded by refentment,^ feekf 
For vengeance on hb friends the Greeks. 

You think this turbulence of blood 
From dagnaring preferves the flood. 
Which thus fermenting by degrees 
Exalts the fpirits, finks the lees. 

Stella for once you reafon wrong r 
For, ihould this ferment lad too lopg^ 
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By time fubfiding, you may find 
Nothing but acid left behind ; 
From pallion you may then be freed. 
When peeviflincft and fpleen fuccecd; 

Say, Stella, when you copy next, 
Will you keep ftriftly to the text ? 
Dare you let tliefc reproaches ftand, 
And to your failing fet your hand ? 
Or, if thefe lines your anger fire, 
Shall they in bafer flames expire ? 
Whene'er tliey bum, if burn they muft^ 
They *11 prove my accufation juft. 

TO STELLA, 

Vifiting me in my Sicknefs, 1720* 

7) ALL AS, obferving Stella's wit 
-■• Was more than for her fcx was fit. 
And that her beauty, foon or late, 
Might breed confufion in tlie (late. 
In high concern for human-kind, 
Fix'd honour in h/er infant mind. 

But (not in wraoglings to engage 
With fuch a flupid vicious age) . 
If lionour I would here define. 
It anfwers faith in things divine. 
As natural life the body warms. 
And, fcholars teach, the foul informs ^ 
)5o honour animates the whole, 
And is the fpirit of the fouL 

* Sfe the Vcrfcs on her BiriV\-tUy, liiyV 
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Thofe numerous virtues which the tribe 
Of tedious moralifh defcribe. 
And by fuch various titles call, 
True honour comprehends them alL 
Let melancholy rule fupreme, 
Choler prefide, or blood, or phlegm. 
It makes no difference in the cafe. 
Nor is complexion honour's place. 

But, left we ihould for honour take. 
The drunken quarrels of a rake; 
Or think it feate'd in a fear, 
Or on a proud triumphal car. 
Or in the payment of a debt 
We lofe with iharpers at picquet ; 
Or when a whore in her vocation 
Keeps pun£^ual to an aHignation ; 
Or that on which his lordiliip fwears,r- 
When vulgar knaves would lofe their ean^ 
Let Stella's fair, example preach 
A lefTon (he alone can teach. 

In points of honour to be try'd^ 
All padlons muft be laid afide : 
Aik no advice, but think alone ; 
Suppofe the queftion not your own. 
How fhall I a£t ? is not the cafe ; 
But how would Brutus in my place ? 
In fuch a cafe would Cato bleed ? 
And how Would Socrates proceed ? 

Drive all objedions from your mmd^ 
Elfe you relapfe to human-kind : 

Asnbltv 
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Ambition, avarice, and luft, 
And factious rage, and breach of truft. 
And flattery tipt with naufeous fleer 
And guilty fhame, and fervile fear, 
Envy, and cruelty, and pride, 
Will in your tainted ' heart preiidt. 

Heroes and heroines of old 
By honour only were inrollM 
Among their brethren in the fkies, 
To which '(though late) fliall Stella rif©. 
Ten thoufand oaths upon record 
Are not fo facred as her word ; 
The world fhall in its atoms end. 
Ere Stella can deceive a friend. 
By honour feated in her breaft 
She flill determinw what is heft : 
What indignation in her mind 
Againft inflavers of mankind ! 
Bafe kings, and minifVerspf ftatc, 
■Eternal objcfts of her hate ! 

She thinks that nature ne'er defign'd 
Courage to man alone confined. 
Can cowardice her fex adorn. 
Which moft ejtpofcs ours to fcorn > 
"She wonders where the charm appears 
In Florimel*s atfcfted fears ; 
•For Stella never learn'd the art 
At proper times to fcream and ftartj 
Nor calk up all the houfe at night, 
And fwears fhe faw a ^ing in white. 

TOL. I. N X^^ 



J78 -SWIFT'S POEMS* 

Doll never flies to cut her hcc. 
Or thro^y cold water in her face, 
Becaufe ihe heard a fudden druniy 
Or found an earwig in a plum. 

Her hearers are amaz'd from whence 
Proceeds that fund of wit and fcmfe ; 
Which, though her modefty W4wild (hrou^ 
Breaks like the fun beliind a cloud { 
While gracefulncfs its art conceals. 
And yet through every motion fteals. 

Say, Stella, was Prometheus blind. 
And, forming you, miftook your kin4 ? 
Ko ; 'twas for you alone he dole 
The fire that forms a manly foul ; 
Then, to com pleat it every way. 
He moulded it with female clay : 
To that you owe the noWer flame, 
To this the beauty of your frame. 

How would ingratitude delight. 
And how would cenfure glut her fp^ht^ 
If I ihould Stella's kindnefs hide 
In filence, or forget with pride t 
When on my fickly couch I lay 
Impatient both of night and day. 
Lamenting, in unmanly (Irains, 
Call'd every power to eafe my pains j 
Then Stella ran to my relief 
With chearfiil face and inward grief; 
And, though by Heaven's fevere decree 
She fuffers hourly more than me. 
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"No cruel ipafter could reqiiirCy 
^rom ilaves employed for daily iilrCy ' 
IVhat St«lla, by her friendihip warm*d, 
^With vigour and delight perform'd : 
•My fiDking fpirits now fupplieg 
^With cordiads'in her hands and eyes ; 
>Iow with a foft and filent tread 
Unheard ihe moves about my bed. 
1 fee her tafle each naufeeus draught; 
And fo obligingly am caught, 
1 blefs the hand from whence they came, 
Nor dare diftort my face for Ihame. 

Bed pattern of true fiends I bewares 
"you pay too dearly for your care, 
flf, while your tendemefs fecures 
^y life it muft endanger yours ; 
^or fuch a fool was never found. 
Who pulPd a palace to the ground. 
Only to have the ruins made 
Materials for an houfe decay'd. 

AN ELEGY 

On the Death of DEMAR, the UsItrer? 

Who died the fixth ctf July, i72©, 

IT^^O W all men by tbefe prefentSf Death the tamer 
By mortgage hath fecur'd the corpfe of Demar : ' 
Nor can four hundred tboufandfierling pound 
Redeem liim from Im^rifon under ground* 

N a ^ Kv^ 
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His heirs might well, of all his wealth poflcfe'd, 

Bcflow to bury him one iron cheft. 

Plutus the god of wealth will joy to know 

His faithful fleward in the (hades below. 

He walked the fl:reets, and wore a threadbare. cloak; 

He din'd and fupp*d at charge of other folk : 

And by his looks, had he held out his palms. 

He might be thought an objed^ fit for alms. 
So, to the poor if he refused his pelf, 

He us*d them full as kindly as himfclf. 

Where'er he went, he never faw his betters; 
Lords t knigbtsy and /quires f were all his humble debtors! 
And under band and /eal the Irifli nation 
Were forced to own to him their obligation* 

He that could once have half a kingdom bought^ 
In half a minute is not worth a groat. 
His coffers from the coffin could not fave. 
Nor all his intereft keep him from the grave. 
A golden monument would not be right, 
Becaufc we wifh tl^ earth upon him light* 

Oh London tavern * ! thou haft loft a friend. 
Though in thy walls he ne'er did farthing fpend : 
He touch' d the pence, when others touched the pot; 
The hand that fign'd the mongage paid the Ihot. 

Old as he was, no vulgar kriown difeafe 
On him could ever boaft a power to feize ; f 

" t But* *s he weigh *d his gold, grim Death in fpight 
** Caft-in his dart, which made three moidores light ; 

* A tavern in Dublin, where Demar kept his office, 
t Thefe four lines were written by Stella. 

4 " And 
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\nd, as he favv his darling money fail, 
5lew his laft breath, to fink the lighter fcale.** 
who fo long was current ^ 'twould be flrange 
he ihould now be cryd doixjn Cnce his change, 
the/exton (hall green fods on thee bcflow ; 
as, thefexton is thy banker now ! 
difmal banker mud that banker be, 
ho gives no bills but of mortality, 

EPITAPH ON A MISER. 

T> E N E A T H this verdant kilhck lies 
•^^ Demar, the ^wealthy and the nuife. 
His beirSj that he might fafely reft. 
Have put his carcafe in a cheji ; 
The very cbefi', in which, they fay, 
His other felf, his money ^ lay. 
And, if his heirs continue kind 
To that dearyi'^^he left behind, 
1 dare believe, that four in five 
Will think his better balfzVivc, 

MRS. HOUGHTON OF BORMOUNr. 

Upon praifing her Hufband to Dr. Swift. 

71DU alv^ays are making a God of \'our Spoufe ; 
■• But this neither Reafon nor Confcience allows : 
:rhaps you will fay, 'tis in gratitude due, ■ 
nd you adore him, becaufe he adores you. 
jur argument 's weak, and fo you w'lVV ^rv<\ •, 
>ryou, by this rule, muft adore all manVm^. 

N 3 N^\k%^'5., 
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VERSES, WRITTEN ON A WINDOW^ 

At the Deanry House, St» Patrick'^. 

A RE the guefls of this houfc iUU doom'd to- be- 
■^^ cheated? [treated. 

Sure, the fates have decreed they by halves ffaould be: 
In the days of good * John, if you came here to dine. 
You had choice of good meat, but no choice of- good; 
In Jonathan's reign, if you come here to eat, [wine. 
You have choice of good wine, but no choice ofgoodmoiti. 
Oh, Jove ! then how fully might all fides be bkft, 
WouW'ft thou but agree to this humble requeil ? 
Put both deans in one ; or, if that *s too much trouble^. 
Inflead of the deans, make the deanry double. . 

ON ANOTHER WINDOW f., 

A BARD, on whom Phoebus his fpiric btftow'd;, 
Refolving t* acknowledge the bounty he ow*d,. 
Found out a new method at once of confeiling'. 
And making the moft of fo mighty a blefling: 
To the God he M be grateful j but naortals he M choufe^. 
By making his patron preiide in his houfc; 
And wifely forcfaw this advantage from thence, 
That the God would in honour bear moft of th* expence:: 
So the bard he finds drink, and leaves Phoebus to treat. 
With the thoughts he infpires, regardlefs of meat. 
Hence they, that come hither expecting to dine, 
Are always fobb'd off with fhecr wit and fhecr wine.-. 

• Dean Sterne was diftinguiihcd for his hofpitality. 
f By Dr. Dela;iy, iu cQtrwitv'^XQiVy^iskv.^xfeW^.. 
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"D IGHT trufly, and fo forth — ^wt let you to know 
-*-^ We are very ill usM by you mortals below. 
For, firft, I have often by chemifts been told. 
Though I know nothing on *r, it is I that make gold^ 
Which when you have got, you fo carefully hide it. 
That, fince I was born, I hardly have fpy'd it. 
Then it muft be allow'd, that, whenever I ihinc,^ 
I forward the grafe, and I ripen the vine ; 
To me the good fellows apply for relief. 
Without whom they could get neither claret nor heeft 
Yet their wine and their vifhials thefc curmudgeon: 

lubbards 
Lock up from my fight in cellars and cupboards. 
That I have an ill eye, they wickedly think, 
And taint all their meat, and four all their drink.. 
But, thirdly and laftly, it muft be allow'd, 
I alone can infpire the poetical crowd : 
This is gratefully own*d by each boy in the college^ 
Whom if I infpire, it is not to my knowledge. 
This every pretender to rhyme will admit. 
Without troubling his head about judgement or wit. 
Thefe gentlemen ufe me with kindnefs and freedom,. 
And as for their works, when I pleafe I may read *cmir 
They lie open on purpofe on counters and flails. 
And the titles I view, when I Ihine on the walls. 
But a comrade of yours, that traitor Delany, 
Whom, 1 for your fake love better than ?itt^v 

N 4, Kxk.^^ 
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And, o^ tny mere motion and /pedal good graciy 
Intended in time to fucceed in your place. 
On Tuefday the tentli feditioufly came 
WiUi a certain falfc traitrefs, one Stella by name^ 
. To the deanry houfe, and on the north glafs, . 
Where /or fear of the cold I never can pafs. 
Then and there, 'vi ^ armis^ with a certain utenHIy. 
Of value five fiiillings, in Englifli a pencil. 
Did malicioufly, falfely, and traiteroufly write,. 
Whilft Stella aforefaid Ibod by with a light. 
My fifter had lately depos'd upon oath, 
That Ihe ftopt in her courfe to look at them both : 
That Stella was helping, abetting, and aiding ; 
And dill, as he writ, flood fmiling and reading : 
That her eyes were as bright as myfelf at noon-day^ 
But her graceful black locks were all mingled with grey; 
And by the defcription I certainly knpw, 
'TIS the nymph that I courted fome ten years ago; 
Whom when I with the bcft of my talents endued , 
On her promife of yielding, (he a£lcd thcprude ; 
That.fome verfes were writ with felonious intent,, 
Direft to the north y where I never yet went : 
That the letters appeared revers'd through the pane, 
But in Stella's bright eyes they were plac'd right again; 
Wherein fhe diftinftly could read every line. 
And prefently guefs'd that the fancy was mine. 
She can fwear to the perfon, whom oft' Ihe has feea 
At night between Cavan Street and College Green,. 
Now you fee why his verfes fo feldom are ihewn j 
The reafon is plain, they are none of his own ; 

A'n«l 
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And obferve while yon live, that no man is^fliy 

To difcover the goods he came honeftly by. 

If I light on a thought, he will certainly ileal it,. 

And, when he has got it, find ways to conceal it t 

Of all- the fine things he keeps in the dark. 

There 's fcarce one in ten but what has my mark f 

And let them be feen by the world if he dare, 

I '11 make it appear that they *re all ftolen ware. 

But as for the poem he writ on your falh, 

I think I have now got him under my lafh j 

My fifter tranfcrib*d it laft night to his forrow. 

And the publick fhall fee *t, if I live till to-morrow. 

Through the zodiac around, it fhall quickly be fpread-. - 

In all parts of the globe where your language is read. 

He knows, very well, I ne'er gave a refufal. 

When he aik'd for my aid in the forms that are ufual t- 

But the fecret is this j I did lately intend 

To write a few verfes on you, as my friend : 

I ftudied a fortnight, before I could find. 

As I rode in my chariot, a thought to my mind,. 

And refolv'd the next winter (for that is my time. 

When the days are at Ihortefl) to get it in rhyme ^ 

Till then it was lock'd in my box at Parnaflus ; 

When that fubtle companion, in hopes to furpafs us,^ 

Conveys out my paper of hints by a trick, 

(For I think in my confcience he deals with Old Nick). 

And, from my own ftock provided with topicks. 

He gets to a window beyond both the tropicks; 

There out of my fight, juft againft the north zone, 

Writes down my conceits, and then calls tliem hi^ owti% 
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And you, like a booby, the bubble can ^vaHow r 
Now who but Delany can write like Apollo ? 
High treafon by ilatute ! yet here you objeft. 
He only ftole hints, but the verfe is correft; 
Though the thought be Apollo's, 'tis finely cxprtfs'di 
So a tWef fteals my horfe, and has him well drefs*d. 
Now, whereas the fad criminal feems paft repentance^ 
We Phoebus think fit to proceed to his fentencc. 
Since Delany has dar'd^ like Prometheus his fire. 
To climb to our region, and thence to ileal fire ^ 
We order a vulture, in ihape of the fpleen. 
To prey on his liver, but not to be fcen. 
And we order our fubjefts of every degree 
To believe sdl his verfes were written by me : 
And, under the pain of our highefl difpleafure,. 
To call nothing his but the rhyme and the mcafurci. 
And laftly, for Stella, jufl out of her prime, 
I *m too much revenged already by time. 
In return to her fcorn, I fend her difeafes, 
But will now be her friend whenever fhe pleafcs t 
And the gifts I befVow'd her will find her a lover,. 
Though ihe lives to be grey as a badger all over, 

NEWS FROM PARNASSUS. 
BY DR. DELANY. 

TJARNASSUS, February the tvventy-feventh.. 
•' The Poets aflerobled here on the eleventh, 
Conven'd by Apollo, who gave them to know. 
He *d have a vicegerent in his empire bekw ; 

But 
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But dcclar'd that no Bard ihould this honour inherit,. 
Till the reft had agreed he furpafs'd them in merit.. 
Now this, you *11 allow, was a difficult cafe, 
For each Bard believ'd he M a right to the place j 
So, finding th' aflcmbly grow warm in debate. 
He put them in mind of his Phaeton's fate : 
'Twas urg*d to no purpofe ; difputes higher rofc. 
Scarce Phoebus himfelf could their quarrels compofej; 
Till at length he dcterminM that every Bard 
Should (each in his turn) be patiently heard. 

Firft, one who believ'd he excelPd in tranilation^ 
Foundshis claim on tl^ do£):rine of man's tranfmigration : 
" Since the foul of great Milton was given to me, 
** I hope the convention will quickly agree." 
" Agree !" quoth Apollo : " from whence is this fool? 
" Is he jiift come from reading Pythagoras at fchool ? 
'* Be gone I Sir, you Ve got your fubfcriptions in time,, 
" And given in return neither reafon nor rhyme." 

To the next, fays the God, ** Though now I won't' 
" chufe you, 
" I '11 tell you the reafon for which I refufe you : 
" Love's goddefs has oft* to her parents complain'd 
" Of my favouring a Bard who her empire difdain'd >; 
" That, at. my inftigation, a poem you writ, 
" Which to beauty and youth preferr'd judgement andi 

" wit ; 
"That, to make you a Laureat, I g»ve the firft voice,., 
**^ Iiifpiring the Britons t'approve of my choice. 
<' Jove fent her to me, lier power to try ; 
*' Tiic Goddefs of Beauty what God can den^ > 
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*« She forbids your preferment ; I grant her deiire. 
" Appeafe the fairGoddefs : you then may rife higher,*' 

The next that appearM had good hopes of fucceeding, 
For he merited much for his wit and his breeding. 
'Twas wife in the Britons no favour to fhow him, 
He elfe might expeft they Ihould pay what they owe him. 
And therefore they prudently chofe to difcard 
The Patriot, whofe merits they would not reward. 
The God, with a fmile, bad his favourite advance, 
" You were fent by Aftraea her Envoy to France : 
•< You bent your ambition to rife in the ftate ; 
« I refufe you, becaufe you could floop to be great." 

Then a Bard who had been a fuccefsful Tranflator. 
" The Convention allows me a Veriificator." 
Says Apollo, " You mention the lead of your merit ; 
** By your works it appears you have much of my 

« fpirit. 
** I efteem you fo well, that, to tell you the truth, 
** The greateft objeftion againft you *s your youth 7 
** Then be not concerned you are now laid afide ; 
** If you live, you fhall certainly one day preiide." 

Another, low bending, Apollo thus greets, 
" 'Twas I taught your fubje6ls to walk through the 

« ftreets." 
" You taught them to nvalk! why, they knew it before: 
" But give me the Bard that can teach them tofoar. 
" Whenever he claims, *tis his right, J '11 confefs, . 
" Who lately attempted my ftyle with fucccfs j 
« Who writes like Apollo has moft of his fpirit, 
•* And therefore *tis juft I iliftinguilh his merit j 
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« Who makes it appear, by all he has writ, 
" His judgement alone can fet bounds to his wit ; 
** Like Virgil correft, with his own native cafe, 
** But excels even Virgil in elegant praife ; 
" Who admires the ancients, and knows 'tis their due, 
" Yet writes in a manner entirely new ; 
" Though none with more eafe their depths can explore, 
" Yet whatever he wants he takes from my flore ; . 
'" Though I 'm fond of his virtues, his pride I cjui fee, 
" In fcorning to borrow from any but me ; 
" It is owing to this, that, like Cynthia, his Iay« 
-" Enlighten the world by reflefting my rays." 

This faid, the whole audience foon found out his drift:: 
The convention was fummon'd in favour of Swifc 

The HUN upon the BANK E RS. j;^©. 

'TP H E bold cncroachers on the deep 
-*■ Gain by degrees huge tra6ls of land. 
Till Neptune, with one general fweep. 
Turns all again to barren flrand. 

The multitude's capricious pranks 

Are faid to reprefent the feas ; 
Which, breaking bankers and the bafth, 

'Reiumc their own whene'er they pleafiB. 
Money, the life-blood of the nation, 

Corrupts and ftagnates in the veins, 
Unlefs a proper circulation 

Its motion and its heat maintains. 
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Sccaufe 'ds hrdlj not to pay, 

^^ers and aldermen in fbte 
Xike //^i have /nv/j every day 

Of duns attending at their gate. 

"We want our money on the nail j 

The banker 's ruin'd if he pays : 
They feem to aft an ancient tale ; 

The birds are met to ftrip the jaj^s, 

KRicheSy the wifeft monarch fings, 

<* Make pinions for themfelves to fly :** 

"arhey fly like bats on parchment ivings, 
And geefe thsvr^ver plumes fupply. 

2ilo money le& for fquandering heirs ! 

Bills turn the lenders into debtors : 
The wifli of Nero now is theirs, 

^* That they had never known their ktten.'^ 

Conceive the works of midnight hags. 
Tormenting fools behind their hacks : 

Thus bankers o'er their bills and bags 
Sit fqueezing images tf ivax. 

Conceive the whole enchantment broken 

The witches left in open air, 
^ith power no more than other folk, 

Expos'd with all their magic ware. 

iSo powerful are a banker's bills. 
Where creditors demand their due ; 

They break up counters, doors, and tillsy 
And leave the eii^pty «hefls in view. 

5 ' Thu) 
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Thus when an earthquake lets in light 

Upon the god of gold and belly 
Unable to endure the fight, 

He hides within his darkeft celU 

As when a conjurer takes a leafe 

From Satan for a term of years. 
The tenant '$ in a difmal cafe, 

Whene'er the bloody bond appears. 

A baited banker thus defponds. 

From hk own hand forefees his fan? 

They have his ya«/, who have his bonds ^ 
Tis like tl>e writing on the <wall. 

How will the caitiff wretch be fcar'd. 

When firft he finds himfelf awake 
At the laft trumpet unprepared. 

And all his grand account to make F 

I^or in that univerfal caU 

Few bankers will to Heaven be mounters; 
They 11 cry, " Ye fliops, upon us fall ! 

" Conceal and cover us, ye counters i" 

When other hands the fiales (hall hold. 

And they in men and angels' Jigbt 
PxoducM with all their bills and gold, 

^ Weigh'd in the baJUncej andiound light!" 
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The Description of an IRISH FEAST, 

Tranilated almoft literally out of the Original Iriih. 1720. 

./^ROURK'S noble fare will ne'er be forgot, 
^^ By thofe who were there, or thofe who were -not 
His revels to keep, we fup and we dine 
On fevcn fcore iheep, fat bullocks, and fwine. 

■Ufquebaugh to our feafl in pails was brought up, 
An hundred at leafl, and a madder * our cup. 

' O there is the fport I we rifc witli the light 
In diforderly fort from fhoaring all night. 

how was I trick'd ! my pipe it was broke, 
My pocket was pick'd, I loll my new cloak. 

1 'm rifled, quoth Nell, of mantle and kercherf : 
Why then fare them well, the de'el take the fearcher. 
Come, harper, ftrike up ; but, firft, by your favour, 
:Boy, give us a cup : ah ! this has fomc favour. 
Orourk's jolly boys ne'er dreamt of the matter. 
Till, rous'd by the noife and mufical clatter. 

They bounce from their neft, no longer will tarry^ 
They rife ready drell, without one ave-mary* 
They dance in a round, cutting capers and ramping ; 
A mercy the ground did not burft with their damping. 
The floor is all wet with leaps and with jumps. 
While the water and fweat fpliih-fplafh in their pumps. 
Slefs you late and early, Laughlin O Enagin ! 
By my bandX, you dance rarely, Margeiy Grinagin. 
©ring ftraw for our bed, Ihake it down to the feet. 
Then over us fpread thfe winnowing Iheet : 

* A wooden veflel. f Handkerchief. X -^^ ^^ o*^^* 
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To fhcw I don't flinch, fill the bowl up again } 
Then give us a pinch of your fneeziijg, a yean* ^ 
Good Lord ! what a fight, after all their good cheer. 
For people to fight in the midll of tlieir beer ! 
They rife from their fcaft, and hot are their brains, 
A cubit at leaft the length of their Ikeans f. 
What ftabs and what cuts, what clattering of fiicks \ 
"What ftrokcs on tlie guts, what baflings and kicks ! 
With cudgels of oak well harden'd in flame, 
An hundred heads broke, an hundred firuck lame. ' 
You chuil, I '11 maintain my father built Lu(k, 
The Cadle of Slain, and C^rrick Drumiufk : 
The earl of Kildare and Moynalta his brother, 
As great as they are, 1 was nurft by their mother. 
Alk that of old madam \ llic '11 tell you who *s wlio 
As far up as Adam, fhe knows it is true. 
Come down with that beam, if cudgels are fcarce, 
A blow on the wcam, or a kick on the a-^fe. 

AN EXCELLENT NEW SONG 

On a Seditious Pamphlet:^, 172^0. 

To the tune of, " Packington's Pound.*' 

T>ROCADOS and damafks, and tabbies, and gawfcs, 
^^ Are by Robert Ballentine lately brought over, 
With fortythings more : now hear what the law fiv5, 
Whoe'er will not wear them, is not the kind's Jovcn 
* Iri(h for a woman. f Daggers or fliort^f words. 

X Propofal for the univcrfal ufc of Irilh manufactures, 
tor which Waters the prsnfCer was fu\^Tc\>j ^xo^^cx^x^^. 
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Though a printer and dean 

Seditioufly mean 
Our tnie Iriih hearts from old England to wean ; 
We '11 buy Engliih iilks for our wives and our daughters, 
In fpice of his deanfhip and journeyman Waters. 

In England the dead in woollen are clad, 

The dean and his printer then let us cry fyc on 5 
To be cloath'd like a carcafe, would make a Teague mady 
Since a living dog better is than a dead lion. 

Our wives they grow fullen 

At wearing of woollen, <" 

And all we poor fliop-keepers muft our horns pull in. 
Then we *ll buy Engliih filks for our wives and ouf 

daughters. 
In fpite of his deanihip and journeyman Waters. 

Whoever our trading with England would hinder. 
To inflame both the nations do plsunly confpire ; 
Becaufe Iriih linen will foon turn to tinder, * 
And wool it is greafy, and quickly takes fire. 
Therefore I aflure ye, 
Our noble grand jury, 
When they faw the dean's book, they were in a great fury i 
They would buy Engliih filks for their wives and their 

daughters. 
In fpite of his deanfhip and journeyman Waters. 

This wicked rogue Waters, who always is iinning. 
And before rorum nobus fo oft' has been call'd» 

Henceforward ihall print neithci" pamphlets nor linen, 
And, if fwearing can do't, ihall be fwingingly mawl'd r 
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And as for the dean^ 

You know whom I mt^n, 
Xi the printer will peach hiai« he Ul icarce come off dean. 
Then we ^U buy EngUih fiU^ for our wives and our 

daughters^ 
In fpite oi his deanihip and lourneyman Waters* 

THE PROGRESS OF BEAUTY. 

172.0. 

\Xr H E N firft Diana leaves her bed, 
^ ^ Vapours and fleams her look difgrace, 
A frowzy dirty-coloux'd red 

Sits on her cloudy wrinkled face : 

But by degrees, when mounted high, 

Her artificial face appears 
Down from her window in the Iky, 

Her fpots are gone, her vifage clears. 

'Twixt earthly females and the moon 

All parallels exadlly run : 
If Celi<i ihould appeal* too foon, 

Alas, the nymph would be undone ! 

To fee her from her pillow rife, 

All reeking in a cloudy fleam, 
Crack'd lips, foul teeth, and gummy eyes. 

Poor Strephon ! how would he Wafpheme ! 

Three colours, black, and red, and white. 

So graceful in their proper place. 
Remove them to a different fcite. 

They form a frightful hideous face : 

O % "^^ 
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For inftancc, when the Ifly Ikips 

Into the precincts of the rofc. 
And takes poiTefnon of the lips, 

Leaving the purple to the nofe t 
So Celia went intire to bed, 

All her complexion fafe and found ; 
Bur, when (he rofe, white, black, and red, 
' Though flill in fight, had cliar.g'd their grt 

The black, which would not be confin'd^ 

A more inferior ftation fceks, 
Leaving ^hc fiery red behind. 

And mingles in her muddy cheeks. 

But Celia can with cafe reduce, 

IJy help of pencil, paint, and bruih, 

£ach colour to its place and ufe, 

And teach iier checks again to blufh. 

She knows her early felf no more, 
But fill'd wifh admiration ftands^ 

As other painters oft* adore 

The workmanihip of their own -hands. 

Thus, after Tour important hours, 
Celia 's the wonder of her fex : 

Say, which among the heavenly powers 
Could caufe fuch marvelous efF«£ls ? 

Venus, indulgent to her kind. 

Gave women all their hearts could wifli, 

When firft (he tauglit them where to fiiKl 
White- lead and Lufitanian * difli. 

♦ Portu?:al. 



THE PROGRESS. QF BEAUTY. 197 

Love with white-lead cements his wings :. 

White-lead was fcnt us to repair 
Two brighteft, brittleft, earthly things, 

A lady's face, and China-ware, 

She ventures now to lift the fafli i 

The window is her proper fpKere t 
Ah, lovely nymph ! rbe not too rafti, 

Nor let the beaux appcoach too near. 

Take pattern by youTjJier (lar : 

Delude at once and blefs our fight ;. 
When you arc fecn, be feen from far. 

And chiefly chufc to (hine by night.. / 

But art no longer can prevail,. 

When the materials all are gone ; 
The heft mechanic hand muft fail, 

Where nothing 's lefi; to work upon* 

Matter, as wife logicians fay. 

Cannot without Siferm fubfift ,-. 
And form, fay I as well as they, 

Muft fail, if matter brings no griiL 

And this is fair Diana's cafe ;. 

For all aftrologers maintain,. 
Each night a bic drops off her face, , 

When mortalo fay (he *s in her wane t 

While Partridge* wifely ihews the caufe 

Efficient of the trtoon's decay. 
That Cancer with his poifonous claws 

'Attacks her in the milfy lua^ t 
• Partndge and Gadbury wrote t^c\i *xi t^'tmwa* 
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But Gadbury, in art profound , 

From her pale cheeks pretends to ^ew^ 

That fwain Endymion* is not fdtind, 
Or elfc that Mcrcur/sli'erifoe. 

But, let the caufe be Wh^t it will, 

In half a month fte looks fo thin. 
That Flarofteed f can, \Mi all his IkiH^ 

See but her forehead and hier chin. 

Yet, as ihe waftes, flie grows difcreet. 
Till midnight never fhews her head .* 

So rotting CcJia {trolls the ftreet. 
When fbbcr folks are all a-bed s 

For fure, if this be Luna's fate, 

Poor Celia, but of it^ortal race,. 
In vain expels a longer date 

To the materials ot ber face. 

When Mercury hfer trefles mows. 
To think of black-lead comU is vain j 

No painting can reftore a hd/e. 
Nor ^TllhtTUeii return again. 

Ye powers, who (Ner love prefi^e ! 

Since mortal beauties drop ib fodn. 
If ye would have us Well fupplyM, 

Send yxinetv nymphs with each nekv inoon ! 

* A young ihepherd, of whooa ]|iaoa ^was feigned 
to be enamoured, 
t Jolm FlamfleeU, the celebsated aftronomer royal. . 
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THE PROGRESS OF POETRY. 

nn H E farmer's goofe, who in the ftubble 
-*" Has fed without reftraint or trouble^ 
Grown fat with com, and fitting Aill^ 
Can fcarcc get o'er the barn-door fill ; 
And hardly waddles fonh to cool 
Her belly in the neighbouring pool ; 
Nor loudly cackles at the door; 
For cackling ihews the goofe is poor* 

But, when ihe mufl be tum'd to graze. 
And round the barren common flrays. 
Hard exercife and liarder fare 
Soon make my dame grow lank and fpare : 
Her body light, ihe tries her wings, 
And fcoms the ground, and upward fprings ; 
While all the parifii, as ihe flies, 
Hear founds harmonious from the ikies. 

Such is the poet freih in:pay 
(The third night's profits of his play) ; 
His morning-draughts till noon can fwiU 
Among his brethren of the quill : 
IVith good roaft beef his belly full. 
Grown lazy, foggy, fat, and dull, 
Deep funk in plenty and delight, 
What poet e'er could take his flight ? 
Or, fhifPd with phlegm up to the throat, 
What poet e'er could fiijg a note > 
Nor Pegafus could bear the load 
Along the high ccleftial road \ 

O 4 ^"^^ 
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The fteed, opprefs*cl, would break his g^irth, 
. To raifc the luml)cr from the earth. 
But view l\im in another fcene, 
When all his drink is Hippocrene, 
His raonev fpcnt, his patrons fail, 
His crtriit out for chcefe and ale ; 
His two-ydars coat fo fmooth and bare. 
Through evevy thread it lets in air; 
With hungry meals his body i^iii'd, 
His guts and belly full of windj 
And, like a jockey for a rare, 
His flefh brought down to flying cafe : 
Now his exalted fpirit loaihs 
Incumbrances of fond and cloaths; 
And up he rifcs, hke a vapour, 
St^pporced high on wings of pai->er; 
He ftnging flies, and flying fmgs. 
While from below all Grubftreet rings. 

THE SOUTH SEA PROJECT. 1721. 

« Apparent rari nantes in gurgite vafto, 

" Anna virum, tabulaeqye, et TroVa gaza per undas,'* 

ViRC. 

"XT' E wife philofophcrs, explain 
-** What magick makes our money xi(c, 
When dropt into the Southern main 5 

Or do thcfe jugglers cheat our eyes ? 
Put in your money fairly tdd ; 

Preflol be gone — 'Tis here again: 
Ladies and gciitlcraen, bcl.iold, 
Here 's cverv piece as V\^ ^s xttv. 
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Thus in a bafon drop a iliiUing^ 

Then fill the reflel to the brim ; 
Yo\x (hall obfervc, as you arc filling, 1 

The poikterous metal feems to fwim t 

It rifes both in bulk and height,. 

Bclwld it fwelling like a fop r 
The liquid medium cheats your fight y 

Behold -it mounted to the top ! 

In ftock three hundred thoufand pounds |. 

I have in view a lord'ia eftate ; 
My manors all contiguous round ; 

A coach and fix, and ferv*d in plate h 

Thus, the deluded bankrupt raves 5 

Puts all upon a defpcrate bet ; 
Then plunges in the Southern wavcs^ 

Dipt over head and e^s — in debtv 

So, by a calenture mifled> 

The mariner with rapture fees^ 
On the fmooth ocean's azure bed,. 

EnamePd fields and verdant treesr 
With eager hafte he longs to rove 

In that fantaflic fcene, and thinks 
It muft be fome enchanted grove 5 

And in- he leaps, and do<wn he finks- 
Five hundred chariots, juft befpoke, 

Are funk in tliefe devouring waves,. 
The horfes drowned, the harnefs broke. 

And here the owners find their graves* 
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^ Like Pharaoh, by dir^tSon led ; 

They with their ^^7/ went fafe before | 
His cliariotsy uimUiQg out the dead. 
Lay fhatter'diui dne iied'S€a ^loce. 

Rais'd up on Hqjnb'^s mfpiring pLume^, 
The young ad^vnturer d'er the deep 

An eagle's -flight and {Ute adumes. 
And fcorns the middle-way to Jkeep. 

On papfr wii^s he takes ius flight. 
With wax ^f taker bound them £afl;,; 

The wax is melted ^y the lieight* 
And down .the tjowering boy is cafl. 

A moralift might liere .explain 
The raihnefs of the Cretan youths 

Defcribe his iall into Jihe main. 
And from « fable iocm a truth. 

His 'wings are his patertkti nefa^ 
He melts thQ^qv^je* at -every flame ; 

His credit funkf has ineney (pent, 
In Southern Sios beUavss hismume. 

Inform us, youdiat^faeftcan teU, 
Why in yon':dangorQns;gulph.proficmQt), 

Where hundreds and jwdiere thoufandsiell. 
Fools chiefly float, ttiu: msife are droi\Hn'd ? 

So have I feenifrom Sevem^s brink 
A flock of ^Ji jiam|ytbwn together : 

Swim, where rthe ^rd cf Jove ,would >iink, 
And, lAiumning, txaxos Avctoi&adna:. 



But, 
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But, I affirm, 'tii i^lfe in fiift, 

DineQtrs better knew tbek too^ ^ 
We fee the nMion's crerfrt x:n»ckt> 

Bach knave hath nuMte ^ thoiftan^ foek*. 

One fool may from another win, 
And then igfet off* wi A money ftorVi ; 

But, if 2ifiarftr't3TSxx comes in, 
He throws at :ill, and fwecps the ijoarfl* 

As fifhes on each otlherprey, 

Thfc great onfcsfwdtowing npAe finally 
So fares it in the Southern ^a ; 

The sfAtAt Jlinffors cat tip aE. 

When Jfoci is high, they come between, 
Makltfg 'by ftcond-iiand then: dffcts ^ 

Then cunningly Ttfth-e imftcn, 
With eifch ^ mfflibn in his cd!crs. 

So, when upon a moon-ihine night 

An iifs Wis dririking at a'ftrcam ; 
A cloud arofQ, and flopft fhe hght. 

By iritfercepdn'g evdry "beatti : 

The d»y of judgcmeiit Will bcibon 
(Cnes out afagc among the eroud)t 

An afs hath fwallot^'d up tlie mobn'l 
(The moon hy fafe behind the cloufd). 

Each pootfitb/cribtr to the fea 

Sinks down at once, and Aiece he lies ;; 
DinHors fall as well as they, 
: Their fall is but a trick to rife^. 
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Nine times a dzyi it eblu and flows. 

Yet he that on tSnt fcurface lies^ 
Without a pilot feldom knows 

The time it falls, or when 'twill r^ 
Subfcribers here by thottfands ioat. 

And jolUe one anot^r dowa :. 
Each paddling m his leaky boat* 

And here they Mi for gold, and drawn* 
« * Now bury'd in the depth Mow, 

<< Now mQiutied up to Heaven again* 
^^ They reel and iOtaggpr to and fro, 

** At their wits end, like drunken nKn." 

Mean time, fecure oa Garraway f cUf]^, 
A favage race by ihipwrecks fed. 

Lie waiting for the fottndcr'd iki^a. 
And fbip the bodies of the dead. 

But thefe, yoa fay, arc factious lyes. 
From fome malicious Tory^s brain; 

For, wheve DinSors get a prize. 
The Swifi and Dutch whole millions drain« 

Thus, when by rooks a lord is. ply'd. 

Some cully* oftea wins a bet, ' 
3y venturing on the cheating iide. 

Though not into the iecret let. 

While fome build cailles ia die air, 
DireSors build diem in the ieas ; 

Subfcribers plainly fee them there. 
For fooh win ice ts wife men pleafe. 

* Pfato cvii. \ A coffcc-houfc in Change- Al 
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Thus oft' by mairincre ai* Hn^Mirn ' 

(Unlefs the men of Ketw »c lysacty 
Earl Godwin's caftles overflowiir 

And palacc-rooft, s»d itecple-fpiies. 

Mark where the fly Direffbrt creep, 

Nor to the ihore approach too nigh ? 
The monfters n'eflle m the deep> 

Tq feize you in y«UT paillnf by. 

Then, like the dogs of Nile, be wife, 
^ Who, taught by indind how to fhun 
The crocodile, that hirkxng ties> 
Run as diey drink, and drink and runt 

Antxus could, by magic charms. 

Recover ftrcngtii whene'er he fell ; 
Alcides Kbld him in his arms. 

And felit him ztp ut air to hell, 

Dinffors, thrown into the fea, 

Recover Ibrength and vigour there ; 
But may be tam'd another way, 

SuJ^ended for a while in air, 

Dire^ors /» for 'tis you I warn, 

By long experience we have found 
What planet rul'd when you were born ; 

We fee you never can be drown'd. 

Beware, nor over -bulky grow, 

Nor come within your cully's reach ; 
For, if the fea (hould fink fo low 

To leave you dry upon the beach. 

You 'U 
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You ^11 owe your ruin to your bulk s 
Your foes alrfeady waiting ftand, 

To tear you like a founderxl hulk, 
While you lie helplcfs on the fand. 

Thus, when a wliale hath loft, the tide. 
The coafflers -crowd to feize the fpoil ; 

The monfter into parts divide. 

And flrip the bones, and melt the oil. 

Oh ! may f«m* njueflern tempeft fweep 
Thcfe hcufii. whom our fruits have fed. 

That plague directors to the deep,. 
Driven from the Soutb-Sea to the Red. 

May he, whom Nature's laws obey, 

Who lifts, tlhc poor, nvi^Jifth tiie proud, 
** Quiet the raging of the fea, 

** And ftill the madnefs of the crowd !** 
But never Ihall our ille have reft, 

Tiii thofe devouring/iA/iW run down, 
(The devils leaving the poflcfl,) 

And headlong in the ^waters drown. 

The nation then too late will find, 
Computing ail their coil and trouble, 

Dire£iors promifes but wind, 

Soittb'Sea at bcft a mighty bubble. 



I *9.9 ] 
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/^R£ cibum portans catulus dum fpc£^at in uijk^I^ 
^ Apparct liquido prardae nielions imago i 
Dum fpeciofa diu damna admiratur, et alec 
Ad latices inhiar, cadit imo vonice prxceps 
Ore cibus, nee non fimulachrum corripit una. 
Occupat ille avihus deceptis faucibustimbram; 
Illudit fpecies, ac dentibus aera mordet. 

.TO A FRIEND, 
Who had been much abufed in many different Libels. 

npHE greateft Monarch may be ftabb'd by night, 
"*• And fortune help the murderer in his flight ; 
The vileA ruffian may commit a rape. 
Yet (afe froin»injur'd innocence efcape ; 
And Calumny, by working under ground. 
Can, unrcveng'd, the greatefl merit wound. 

What *s to be done ? Shall Wit and Learning cbufe 
To live obfcure, and have no fame to lofe ? 
By Cenfttre frighted out of Honour's road. 
Nor dare to ufe the gifts by Heaven beilow'd? 
Or fearlefs «bter in through Virtue's gate, 
And buy difUn£lion at the dearcft rate ? 



^ 
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BILLET to the Company of Players. 

npHE inclofcd Prologue is formed upon the ftory of 
"*■ the Secretary's not fulfering you to aft, unlcft 
you would' pay him. 300/. per annum ; upon which 
you got a licence from the Lord Mayor to aft is 
ftroUers.' 

The Prologue fuppofes, that, upon your licing 
forbidden to aft, a company of cqjuntry-ftroUers came 
and hired the Play-houfe, and yotrr cloaths, &c. 10 
aft in. 



THE PROLOGUE. 

OiJR fet of Arollers, wandering up and down, 
Hearing the houfe was empty, came to town ; 
And, with a licence from our good LoiA Mayor, 
Went to one Griffith, formerly a player ; 
Him we perfuaded with a moderate bribe. 
To fpeak to Elrington and all the eribe,. 
To let our company fupply their places^ 
And hire us out their fceoes, and cloaths^ airf ftoef. 
Is not the truth the trueh ? Look full on me; 
I am not Elcington, nor Griffith he. 
When we perform, look (harp among our crew>, 
There *s not a creature here you ever knew. 
The former folks were fervantt-to the king j 
,We, humble flroUcrs, always ^on the wing» 

Now, 
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Now, for my part, I think upon the whole. 
Rather than ftarve, a better man would ftroll. 

Stay, let. me fee — Three hundred pounds aiycar,. 
For leave to aft in town ? 'Tis plaguy dear,. 
Now, here 's a warrant ; Gallants, pleafe to mark^. 
For three thirteens and fix pence cothe clerk. 
Three hundred pounds !' were I the price to fix,. 
The publick fhould beftow the a6^s fix,. 
A fcore of guineas, given under- hand, 
For a good word or fo, we underdandi 
To l^elp an honed lad that 's out of place^ 
May coft a crown or fo ; a common cafe : 
And, in a. crew, 'tis no injuftice thought 
To Ihip a rogue, and pay him not a groac. 
But, in the chroniclcyof former ages,. 
Who ever heard of ferrants papng- wages I 

I pity Elrington with all my heart j 
Would he were here this night to aft my part ! 
I ttold him what it was to be a ftroller : 
How free we afted, and had no comptroller : 
In every town we wait on Mr. Mayor, 
Firft get a licence, then produce our ware ; 
We foaod a. trumpet, or we beat a drum ; 
Huzza|^(the fchool-boys roar) the players are cotne I ' 
Ai|d|^bea we cry, to fpur the bumpkins on, 
'OiifltSnts, by Tuefday next we mufl be gone. 
I told- him, in the fmootheil way I could. 
All this and more, yet it would do no good. 
9at Elrington, tears falling from his cheeks. 
He that has ihone with Betterton and Wilkt^ 

JP a 1t%, 
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To whom our country has been always dear. 
Who chofe to leave his deareft pledges hert, 
Owns all your favours, here intends to ftay. 
And, as a ftroUer, aA in every play ; 
And the whole crew this refolutioik takes. 
To live and die all ftrollers for your fakes s 
Not frighted with an ignominious name. 
For your difpleafui^ is their only (hame. 

A pox on Elrington's majeftic tone ! 
Now to a word of bufinefs in our own. 

Gallants, next Thurfday night will be our liftf 
Tl)en, without fail, we pack up for Belfafl. 
Lofe not your time, nor our diverfions mifs. 
The next we a£t (hall be as good as this. 

EPIGRAM.,^ 
^ RE AT folks are of a finer mold j 
^^ Lord ! how politely they can fqold \ 
While a coarfe Engliih tongue will itch, 
'l^'or whore and rogue ; and dog and bitch. 

PROLOGUE to a Play for the Benefit of tbe 
QisTREssED Weavers, By Dr. SHs#ti|Ay. 
Spoken by Mr. Elrington. i;*!,^.. -\ 
^ REAT cry and little wool — is now become 
^^ The plague and proverb of the Weaver's iMm: 
No wool to work on, neither weft nor warp; 
Their pockets empty^ and their Aomachs iharp. 
>• Provoked, 
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)vok*d, ip loud complaints to you they cry : 

dies, relieve the weavers j or they die ! 

rfake your filks for fluffs j nor think it ftrange, 

I Ihift your cloaths, iince you delight in change* 

e tiling with freedom I '11 prefumc to tell — 

le men will like you every bit as well. 

See I am drefs'd from top to toe in fluff; 

id, by my troth, I think I *m fine enough : 

y wife admires me more, and fwears fhe never, 

any drefs, beheld me look fo clever, 

id, if a man be better in fuch ware, 

hat great advantage muft it give the fair ! . 

ir wool from lambs of innocence proceeds : 

ks come from maggots, callicoes from weeds : 

:nce 'tis by fad experience that we find 

tdies in filks to vapours much inclin'd— 

nd what are they but maggots in the mind ? 

»r which I think it reafon to conclude 

[lat cloatlis may chanere our temper like our food. 

iint2Les are gawdy, and engage our eyes 

30 much about the party-colour'd dyes : 

Ithough the luftie is from you begun, 

^e fee the rainbow, and ntgle£l the fun. 

How (weet a;id innocent *s the country maid, 

'"itk fmall expence in native wool array *d ; 

^ho copies from the fields hex homely green, 

(^hilc by lier fhcpherd with delight fhe *s fcen ! 

lould our fair ladies drefs like her in wool, 

ow much more lovely, and how beautiful, 

P 3 Without 
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Without thtir Indian drapery, they *d prove» 
Whilft wool would help to warm us'into love I 
Then, like the famous Argonauts of Greece, 
We 'd all contend to gain the Golden Fleece ! 

EPILOGUE, BY THE DEAM. 
Spoken by Mr. Griffith. 

XXTKO dares affirm this is no pious age, 

^ ^ When chaiity l;>cgins to tread the ftage ? 
When a6lors, who, at beft, are hardly favcrs. 
Will give a night pf benefit to Weavers ? 
Stay — let me fee, how finely will it found ! 
Imprimisy From his Grace * an hundred pound. 
Peers, clergy, gentry, all are benefactors ; 
And then comes in the item of the aftors. 
Itemy The aftoi s freely gave a daj' — 
The Foct had no more who made the Play. 

But whence this wondrous charity in Players ? 
They learnt it not at Sermons, pr at Prayers : 
• Under the rofe, fince here are none but friends, 
'-{To own the truth) we l^ve fome private ends. 
Since waiting-women, like exafting jades. 
Hold up the prices of their old brocades j 
We *ll drefs in manufaSiures made at home j 
Equip our kings and generals at The Comb t 

* Abp. King; 

>*f- A ftrcet famous "for Woollen IVfanufaftures, 

We 
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'Wc '11 rig from Mcath-ftreet -Egypt's haughty qnccn, 

And Antony ihall court her in ratteen. 

In -blue Jballmn ihall Hannibal be clad. 

And Scipio trail an In^ purple plaid. 

In drugget dreft, of thirteen pence a yard, * 

Sec Philip's fon amidft his Periian guard ; 

And proud Roxana, fir'd with jealous rage, 

With fifty yards of crape -Ciall fweep the ftagc. 

In ihort, our kings and princelTes uithin 

Are all refolv'd tliis project to begin ; 

And you, our fubje£ls, when you here refort, 

Muft imitate the falhion of the Court. 

Oh ! could I fee this audience clad injluff^ 
Though money 's fcarcc, we Ihould have trade enouglit 
But cbiatxe, brocades, and lace, take all away. 
And fcarce a crown is kft to fee a.4ilay. 
Perhaps you wonder whence this fricndfhip fprings 
Between the Weavers and us Play-houfe Kiqgs j 
But Wit and Weaving liad the fame beginning; . 
Pallas fidl taught us Poetry and Spinning: 
Andy next, obicrvc how this alliance tits. 
For W.cavers now are jufl as poor as Wits : 
Their ]>£oilier quill-mcn, workers for the f^agc. 
For forry//^can get a crovvji a page ; 
But Weavers will \be. kinder to the Players, 
And fell for twenty-pence a yard of theirs. 
And, to your knowledge, there is often lefs in 
ariie Poet's wit, than in the Player's drctring, 

S?.4 A POEM . 
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A POEM, BY DR. DELANY, 
On the preceding Prologue and EpilOGITE, 

** Foemineo generi tribuantur." 

npHE Mufcs, whom the richeft filks atrty, 
•*• Refufe to fling their fhining gowns away : 
The pencil cloaths the Nine in bright brocades, 
And gives each colour to the pi£lur'd maids ; 
Far above mortal -drefs the fitters ihine. 
Pride in their Indian robes, and muft be fine. 
And fliall two Bards in concert rhyme and huff. 
And free thcfe Mufes with their Play-houfe fluff? 

The Player in mimic piety may ftorm, 
Deplore the Comb, and bid her Heroes arm : 
The arbitrary mob, in paltry rage, 
May curfe the Belles and Chintzes of the age : 
Yet ftill the Artift Worm her Silk fhall Iharc, 
And fpin her thread of life in fervice of the fair. 

The Cotton-plant, whom fatire cannot blaft. 
Shall bloom the favourite of thefe realms, and lafl; 
Like yours, ye Fair, her fame from ccnfure grows. 
Prevails m charms, and glares above her foes : 
Your injur'd plant (hall meet a loud defence, 
And be the emblem of your innocence. 

Some Bard, perhaps, wlK>fe landlord was a Weaver, 
Pe;in*d the low Prologue, to return a favour s 
Some neighbour Wit, that would be in the vogue, 
. Work'd witli his friend, and wove the Epilogue. 

Who 
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Who weaves the chaplct, or provides the bays. 
For fuch Wool-gathering Sonnctteers as thefe ? 
Hence then, ye borne/pun Witlings, that perfuade 
Mifs Cloe to the falhion of her maid. 
Shall the wde Hoop, that flandard of the town. 
Thus 2idi fubfervieht to a Poplin Gown ? 
Who *cl fmell of wool all over ? *Tis enough 
The under-petticoat be made of (luff. 
Lord ! to be wrapt in flannel juft in May, 
When the fields drefsM in flowers appears fo gay ! 
And fhall not Mifs hcjtotver'ii as well as they > 

In what weak Alours would the plaid appear, 
Work'd to a quilt, or ftudded in a chair f 
The ikin, that vies with filk, would fret with ftuff; 
Or who could bear in bed a thing fo rough ? 
Ye knowing Fair, how eminent that bed. 
Where the Chintze diamonds with the Silken Thready 
Where milling curtains call the curious eye. 
And boaft the (Ireaks and paintings of the iky ! 
Of flocks th6y *d have your milky ticking full 5, 
And all this for the benefit of wool !' 

" But where^" fay they, ** ihall we beftow thcffe 
" Weavers, 
** That fpread ourftreets, and are fuch piteous cravcrs?* 
The Silk^worms (brittle beings!) prone to fate. 
Demand their care to make their webs complete : 
Thefe may they tend, tl|eir promifes receive ; 
We cannot pay too mitcF4fX what tbejf give ! 

I ^ ON 
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ON GAULSTOWN HOUSE, 

BYDR. DELANY* 

/^npIS fo old, and 4b ugly, and yet fo convenient, 
You 're fometimes in pleafure, though often in 
pdia in 'c. 
•Tis fo large you may lodge a few friends with eafe in't. 
You may turn and ilretch at your lengtli if you pleafe 

in't; 
"Hs fo little, the family live in a prcfs in 't. 
And poor lady Betty f has fcarce roq|Bi|.to drefs in *t j 
Tis fo cold in the Nvinter, you can't bear to lie in 't, 
And fb hot in the £ummei:, you 're ready to fry in t ; 
Tis fo brittle 'twould fcaroe bear the weight of a tun, 
Yet fo Haunch, that it keeps out a great deal of fun j 
'Tis fo crazy^ the weather with eafe beats quit* 

through it, 
And you 're forc'd «very year in fomc part to renew it, 
^Tis fo ugly, fo ufeful, fo big, and fo little, 
Tis fo (launch, and fo crazy, fo ftrong, and fo brittle, 
Tis at one. time fo hot, and another fo cold. 
It is part of the new, and part of the old j 
It is jud half a ble fling, and jufl half a cuife— - 
I wifli then, dear George, it were better or worfe, 

^Theiisat of George Rochfort, efq. (father to the 
earl of Belvidcre) ; where Dr.^^wift and an agreeable 
text of friends-fpent part of the tumroer of 1711. 

t Daughter to tlie earl of Drogheda, and the wife of 
Mc.» Rochfort* 

* THE 
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Part of a Summer fpent at GAi7LsVowN<rHouss« 

T^H ALI A, tell in fober lajrs, 
-*- How George *, Nimf, Dan J, Dean f ; pafs their dap; 
And, Ihould t>ur Gaulftown's an grow fallow^ 
Yet Neget quis carmina Gallof 
Here (by the way) by Callus meaa I 5 

Not Sheridan, but friend Delany. 
Begin, my Mufe. Firft from our bo'W'^rs 
We fally forth at different hours ; 
At feven the Dean, in night-gown dreft, 
Goes round the houfe to wake the reftj 'i^ 

At nine, grave Nim and George facetiout 
•<5o to the Dean, tp-rcad Lucretius; 
At ten, my Lad3ropmes and lie£ton, 
And kilfes George, and ends cmr lc£hircs4 
And when Ihe has him by the neck faft, ^^ 

Halls him, l&fid fcolds us down to brealcfaft. 
We fquandcr there an hour or more. 
And then all hands, hoys, to the oar. 
All, heteroclite Dan except, 
Who neither time nor^rder kept, ' '^ t^ 

♦ Mr. Rochfort. 

t His brother, Mr. John 'Rochfort ; wha was called 
Nimrod, from his great attachment to the chace. 
X Rev. Daniel Jackfon, •§ Dr. Swift, 
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But, by peculiar whimiies drawn. 
Peeps in the ponds to look for fpawn ; 
O'erfces the work, or Dragon * rows. 
Or mars a text, or mends his hofe ; 
<Jr— but proceed we in our journal— * 
At two, or after, we return all : 
From the four elements afiembling, 
Warn'd by the bell, all folks come trembling-: 
From airy garrets fome defcend, 
Some from the lake's rcmoteft end : 
My Lord f and Dean the fire forfake, 
Dan leaves the earthly fpade and rake r 
The loiterers quake, no comer hides them^ ^ 

And lady Betty foundly chides them. 
Kow water 's brought, and dinner 's done : 
With " Church and King" the lady *s gone : 
(Not reckoning half an hour we pa& 
In ulking o*er a moderate glafs). ^. *' 
Dan, growing drowfy, like a thief^ 
Steals off to dofe away his beef ; 
And tht» muft pafs for reading Hammond- 
While George and Dean go to backgammon. 
George,. Nim, and Dean, fet out at four^ 
And then again, boys, to the oar. 
l^ut when the fun goes to tlie deep 
(Not to dmurb him in his fleep> 

, ♦ A fmall boat fo called. 

f Mr. Rochlbrt's father was lord cliicf baron cf 
exche<^uer in Iieluxd. 
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Or make a rumbling o'er his head. 

His candle out, and he a-bed) 

We watch his morions to a minute. 

And leave the flood xvhen he goes in it, |^ 

Now ftinted in the (hortcning day, 

We go to prayers, and then to play. 

Till fupper comes; and after that 

We fit an hour to drink and chat. 

'Tis late — ^tht old and younger pairs, j j 

By Adam * lighted, walk up ftairs. 

The weary Dean goes to his chamber | 

And Nim and Dan to garret clamber. 

So when the circle we have run, 

The curtain falls, and all is done. !• 

I might have mentioned fcveral fa£b. 

Like epifqdcs between the afts ; 

And tell vdlb lofes and who wins. 

Who gets a cold, who breaks his fliins ; 

How Dan caught nothing in his net, tf J 

And how the boat was overfet. 

For brevity I have retrench'd 

How in the lake the Dean was drench'd : 

It would be an exploit to brag on. 

How valiant George rode o'er the Dragonj i^m 

How ftcady in the ftorm he fat. 

And fav'd his oar, but loft his hat : 

Now Nim (no hunter e'er could match him) 

Still brings us hares, when he can catch them f 

* The butler. 
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How fkilfully Dan mends his nets ; 75 

How fortune fails him when he fets : 

Or how the Dean delights to vex 
<The ladieSy andtampoon their fex : 

I might have told how oft* dean Percivale 

Difplays his pedantry unmercifuly %o 

How haughtily he cocks- his nofe. 

To tell what every fchool-boy knows ; 
4 And with his finger: and his thumb, 

£xidaining» ftrikes/Noppofers dumb : 

But now there nee^ no more be faid on 't, S5 

Nor how his wife, that female. pedant, 

Shews all her fecrets of houfe-keeping j 
4For candles how fhe .trucks her dripping ; 

Was forcM to fcnd three miles for yeaft, 

To brew her ale, and raife her pafte ; •^ ^<^ 

' Tells every thing that you can think o^'^* 

How fhe cur*d Charly of the chin-cough ; 
..What gave her brat& and pigs the meafles, 

And how her doves were kilPd by weafels j 

How Jowler howlM, and what a fright f 5 

She had witb dreams the other night. 
But now, fince I. have gone fo far on, 
• A word or two of lord chief baron j 

And tell how little weight he fcis 

On all Whig papers and Gazettes ; »oo» 

But for the politics of Puc, 

Thinly every fyllable is true. 

And (ince he owns the king of Sweden 
J((dead at lafl, without evading, 
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Kow all his hopes are in the Czar : 105 

** Why, Muf :ovy is not fo far : 

** Down the Black Sea, and up The Streightt, 

** And in a month he*s at vour gates ; 

** Perhaps, from what the packet brings, 
- <* By Chriftmas we fhall fee ftrange things/' mo 

Why ihould I tell of ponds and drains, 

What carps we met with for our pains j 

Of fparrows tam'd, and nuts innumerable 

To choak the giiis, and to confume a rabble ? 
4 But you, who are a fcholar, know 145 

How tranfient all things are below, 

How prone to change is human life ! 

Lall night arrived Clem * and his wife— 

This grand event hath broke our meafures;. 

Their feign began with cruel feizures : n^ 

The Dean muA with his quilt fupply 

The bed in which thofe tyrants lie : 

Nim lod his wig- block, Dan his Jordan 

(My lady fays, ihe can't afford one) ; 

George is half-fcar*d out of his wits, i^^ 

For Clem gets all the dainty bits. 

Henceforth expe6^ a different furrey, 

This houfe will foon turn topfy-turvey : 

They talk of further alteration% 

Which caufes many fpeculations. 13*. 

• Mr. ClcmcDt Barry. 

THOMAft^ 
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THOMAS SHERIDAN, CLERK, 
TO GEORGE-NIM-PAN-DEAN, ESQ;, 
July 159 172x9 at night. 

rD have you t' know, George*, Danf, Dean}, «i 
Nimf, 
That I 'vc learned how verfe t* compofe trim. ^ 
Much be-.ter b* half th'n you, n'r you, n*r him. 
And th't I 'd rid'culc their 'nd your flam-flim, 
Xy* b*t then, pVhaps, fays you, t's a m'rry whim 
With 'bundance of mark'd notes i* th* rim. 
So th*t I ought n*t for t* be morofe 'nd t' look grim, 1 
Think n't your 'p*ftle put m' in a roeagrim ; ' 

Though 'n rcp*t't'on day, I 'ppear ver' flim, 
Th' laft bowl *t Helfliam's did pi' head t' fwiifn. 
So th't I h'd man* aches n* 'v*ry fcrubb'd limb, 
Caufe th* top of th* bpwl I'h'd oft us*d t* Ikim ; 
And b'fidesD'lan'fwcarsth't I'h'd fwall*w*d Pv'rl brim- 
mers, *nd that my vis*ge*s cov'r'd o'er with r*d pim- 
ples : m'r'o'er though m' fcuU were (s* tis n't) *$ 

ftrong*s tim- 
ber, t muft have ak'd. Th* clant of th* c'lledgc 

Sanh'drim, 
Pres'nt the'r humbranB*feft'natcrefpe6^8} that's t'.fay, 
"D*lan\ 'chlin, P. LudP, Die* St'wart, H'llharo, 
capt'n Frr' Walmfl', 'nd Longih'nks Timm |. 

♦ Geo. Rochfort. f J« Rochfort. 

; Mr. Jackfon. § Dr. Swift. 

■ I'Dr. James Stopford« afterwards biihop of Cloyne. 
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"^OEORGE-NIM-DAN-DEAN'S ANSWER. 

r^EAR Sheridan ! a gentle pair 
^^ Of Gaulftown lads (for fuch tkcy ara), 
•elides a brace of.gravc divines, 
Ldore the fcn^othnefs of thy lines; 
mooth as our bafon's (ilver floods 
•re George had robb'd it of its mud{ 
Iboother tlun Pegafus' old ihoe, 
trc Vulcan comes to make him new. 
The board on wliich we fet eur a — s 
s not fo fmooth as are thy verfes, 
^mpar'd with which (and that 's enough) 
k fmoothing-iron itfelf is rough. 
Kor praife I lef^ that circumcifioDy 
By modern poets call'd elifion, 
iVith which, in proper fladon placed. 
Thy polifhM lines are firmly bracM. 
thus a wife taylor is not pinching, 
Jut turns at cverj^feam an inch in ; 
)relfe, be fure, your broad-cloth breeches 
Vill ne'er be fmooth, nor hold their ftitchcft, 
'hy vcrfc, like bricks, defy the weather, 
Vhen fmooth'd by rubbing them together; 
hy words fo clofely wcdg'd -and ihort are 
ike walls, more lafling without mortar; 
y leaving out the needlefs vowels, 
ou fave the cliargc of lime and trowels. 
Vol. J. <J^ Otfi* 
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One letter ftill another locks, 

Each grooved and dove-taird like a box^ 

Thy Mufc is tuckt-up and fuccinft } 

In chains thy fyllables are linkt; 

Thy words together ty'd in fmall hanks, 

Clofe as the Macedonian phalanx ; 

Or like the umbo of the Romans, 

Which fierceft foes could break by no means. 

The critick to his grief will find, 

How firmly thefe indentures bind. 

So, in the kindred painter's art. 

The ihortening is the niceft part. 

Philologcrs of future ages. 
How will they pore upon thy pages ! 
Vov will they .dare to break the joints. 
But help thee to be read with points : 
Or elfe, to (hew their learned labour, you 
May backward be perus'd like Hebrew, 
Where they need not lofe a bit 
•Or of thy harmony or wit. 
To make a work compleatly fine, 
Number and weight and meafure join ; 
Then all muftgrant your lines are weighty. 
Where thirty weigh as much as eighty. 
All mud allow your numbers more, 
Where twenty lines exceed fourfcore j 
Kor can we think your meafure fhort;, 
Where lefs than forty fill a quart. 
With Alexandrian in the clofe. 
Long, long, long, long, like Dan's long nofe. 
4 GEORGE 



3E0RGE.NIM.DAN-DEAN*S iNViTATiw 

To THOMAS SHERIDAN* 

Gaulftown, Aug. ^d, 1711. 

"NEAR Tom, this veffc, which Tiowevcr ihe be-. 
^ ginning* may appear, ytt in' tht end's good m^rt, 
fent to defire that, when your AugufL vacation comes, 
your friends jou *d meet here, 

)r why fliould you ftayin that filthy hole, I mean the 
cityfofmoakyf 

Then you have not one friend kft in town, or at Icaft 
not one that -s tuUfyt tojoie m)*ye ? 
)r, as for honcft John *, though I am not fure on ?t, 
yet I '11 ht bang'd, ieft be 

: gone dowji«to tlie county of Wexford with that great 
peer the lord if/r^/^. 

b ! but 1 fosgot; pel haps, by^this time, you may Itave 
one come to town, but I don^t know whether he be 
friend otfoei Delany s 

it, however, if he be come, bring him dowB, a^d 
you ^11 go back in a fortnight, for I know there 's 
no delaying ye. 

If! I forgot too; I believe there may be one more, I 
mean that gvatfiivjoker, friend Hel/bam, be 
hat wrote the prologue t> 'and if you ftay with him, 
depend on 't, in the end^ be 'UJbamye, 

Bring 
* Suppofcd to mean Dr. Walmlley. 
f One fpoken by young Putland, in 1710, before 
ippolytus ; in which Dr. Sheridan <^vi\\tt VvaA vrnxxea. 
Qji ai ^xo- 



22% SWIFT'S POEMS. 

Bring down Long Shanks Jim too ; but, now I thiok 

oa % ^ 'f i^ot yet eo^^e from Ourtofum^ l/ancjt » 
For I heard y a month ago> tb^ he was down there 

Z'courting fly Nancy, 
.Hqwever, bring dowe yourfelf, and you bring down all^ 

forji to fay it n^ may venture^ 
In thee Del^ny'5 fplcen, John's mirth, Hcllham's jok«» 

and the foft foul of amorous Jemmy^ ceutir. 

POSTSCRIPT. 

I had forgot to dcfire you to bring down whatt I fay yoa 

have, and you '11 believe me as fure as a gtm^ mi 

o^wn it \ 
I mean, what no other mortal in the univorfc can boaft 

of, your own fplrit of puity and sivn %vit. 
And now I hope you '11 excufe this rhyming, which I 

inuft fay is (though written fomewhat at large) trim 

and clfon ; 
And fo I conclude, with humble refpc6b as ufaal> Your 

tftoll dutiful and obedient 

Oeorge-Nim-Dan-Dean. 

n prologue for the cccaGon) was mod unex^c^edljr and 
egregioufly laughed at. Both the prologues arc printed 
in the " Supplement to Swift's Works." 
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TO OEOROEwNiM-DAN.DEANi BTq. 

Upon his Incomparable V £ r s e s> bcc. , 

By Dr. Del any, in StiEtm>AN*8 Nkme*. 

TTAILy human ooint>otthd quadiifarious^' 
•^^ Invincible as Wig^t Biiateus I 
Hail ! doubly*doubied iHighcy ratrry om^ 
Stronger than triple-bqdy*d Geryon I 
O lAay your vaitnefs deign t'«xcufe 
The praifes of a puny Muie^ 
Unable, in her ucmoft flight. 
To reach thy huge Coloihan height. 
T'attempt to write like thee were frantic^ 
Whofe lines are, like thyiitlf, gigantic. 
Yet let me blefB, in humbler llrain^ 
Thy vafl,. thy bold Caifob3r^an vttn» 
Pour'd out t* tmich thy native iflc, 
As Egypt wont to be with Nile. 
Oh, how I joy to fee thee wander, 
In many a winding loofe Bifleander^ 
In circling mazes, fmootfa and fupple,- 
And ending in a clink quadruple ; 
Loud, yet agteeable #ithal, 
Like rivers rattling in their fall ! 
Thine, fure, is poetry divine, • 

Where wit and raajcAy combine %, 

♦ Thcfe were all written in cirdei. 
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Where every line, as huge as fevcn, 
. If fbetch'dln length, would reach' to Hieaycna 
Here all comparing would be flandering. 
The leaft is more than Alexandrine. 

^iiinfl thy veife Timei fees with (fuii^ 
He whets his envious fcythc in vain ; 
For, though from thee he much may- parc^ 
Yet much thou ftill wilt have to fpare. 

Thovk haft alone the ikill to feail 
With Roman elegance of tafte, 
Who haft of- rhymes as vaft rcfourccs 
As Pompey*s caterer of courfes* 

Oh thou, of all the Nine infpir'd I ' 
My languid foul^ with teaching rir'd^ 
How is^ it raptured, when it thinks 
On thy harmonious fett of clinks} 
Each anfwering each in various rhymes^ 
Like Echo to St. Patrick's chimes ! 
Thy Mufe, niajeftic in her rage,: 
Moves like Statira on the ftage ; 
And fcarcely. can one page.fuftain 
The length of fuch a flowing train : . 
Her train, of variegated die,. 
Shews like Thaumantia's in tlie iky \ . 
Alike they glow, alike they pleafe,. 
Alike impreft by Phabus* rays. 

Thy verfe — (Ye Gods ! I cannot-bear it) 
To what, to what Ihall I compare it ? 
Tis like, what I have oft* heard fpoke on, 
The fsunous ftatue of Laocoon^. 



ON DR. SHERIDAN'S VERSES, iji 

'"Sh like, — O yes, 'tis very like it. 

The long, long firing, with which you fly kite. 

*Tis like what you, and one or two more^, 

Roar to your Echo * in good-humour j 

And every couplet thou hail writ 

Conclude like Rattab'*u;bittah'*wbUf,' 

To Mr. THOMAS SHERIDAN, 
Upon his Verfes written in Circles. By Dr. SwrPT,. 

T T never was known that circular Icttcr^^ 
^ By humble companions, were fent to their betters : 
And, as to the fubjeft, our judgement, meberc^le. 
Is this,, that you argue like fools in a circle. 
But now for your verfes ; we tell you, imprimis, 
The fegment fo large *twixt your reafon and rhyme is,: 
That we walk all about, like a horfe in a pound. 
And, before we find either, our noddles turn round- 
Sufficient it were, one would think, in your mad rant. 
To give us your meafures of line by a quadrant. 
But we took our dividers, and found your d — ^n'd metre,, 
.In each fingle verfe, took up a diameter. 
But how, Mr. Sheridan, came you to venture 
George, Dan, Dean, and Nim, to place in the centre J ?- 
"^Twill appear, to your coft, you are fairly trepann'd. 
For the chord of your circle is now in their hand. 

* At GdulftOwn, there is a remarkably famous edio;. 
f An allufion to the found produced by the echo.. 
J Their figures were in the centie of the verfes. 

0^4 '^^'*' 
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The chord y or th« radius, it matters not wbethefr^ 
By whkh your jade Pegafus, fixt in a tether. 
As her betters are U8*d, (hall be lalh^ round the lingr 
Three fellows with whips, andtheDean holds the ftring. 
Will Hancock declares, you are out of your conipaft,. 
To encroach on his art by writing of bombafs s 
And has taken juft now a firm refolution 
To anfwer your ftyle without circumlocution. 

Lady Betty* prcfents you her fervice moft humble,. 
And is not afraid your workup will grumble. 
That (he makes of your verfes a hoop for Mifs Tamt»< 
Which is all at prefcnt ; and fo I remain — 



On Dr. SHERIDAN'S Circular VerstES. 
By Mr. GEORGE ROCHFORT. 

TXT I T H muficfc and poetry equally bleft, 

^ A bard thus Apollo raoft humbly addreft : 
** Great author of harmony, verfes, and light ! 
•* Aflifted by thee, I both fiddle and write. 
" Yet unheeded I fcrape, or I fcribblc all day, 
•* My verfe is neglefted, my tunes thrown away. 
** Thy fubflitute here, Vice-Apollo ti difdains 
•* To vouch for my numbers, or lift to my flrains ; 



♦ The lady of George Rochford, efq. 
t Mifs Thomafon, lady Betty's daughte 
J Sec ** Apollo to the Dean," p. 183. 
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" Tliy manual figncc irefufes to put 
** To the atn I produce from the pen or the gut. 
** B«> thou then propiticmsy great Phoebus ; aad grtet 
** Relief, or reward, tamy merit, or want. 
" Though, tbef Dean and Delany tranfoendcntly fliine, 
** O brighten one fblo or fonnct of mine. 
" With dicra- I?m content thou fhouldftrtiakethy abodes 
" But vifit thy fervant in jig or in ode. 
•* Mak« one work immortal : 'tis all I requeft." 
ApoUo look VI plcasM ; and, rcfjalviBjg^ to jeft^ 
](leply'd» " Hone ft friend, I *ve confider'd thy cafe : 
** Nor diflike thy well-meaning and humourous face, 
" Thy petition I grant : the boon is not great; 
** Thy works ihall continue : and here 's the receipt. 
** On rondeaus hereafter thy fiddle-firings fpend : 
** Write verfes in circles : they never ihall end." 

t)N DAN JACKSON*8 PICTURE^ 
CUT IN SILK AND PAPER. 

nn O fair Lady Betty, Dan fat for his pifture, 
-*■ And defy'd her to draw him fo oft* as he piqt^dhxit^^ 
He knew ihii M no pencil or colouring by heri- 
And therefore he thought he might fafely defy her.' 
Come (it, fays my Lady ; then whips up her fciflar^ 
And cuts out his coxcomb in filk in a trice, Sir. 
Dan fat with attention, and faw with furprize 
How Ihe lengthen'd his chin, how flie hollowM his' eyes ; 
But flatter'd himfelf with a fecret conceit. 
That hi$ thitt laotera jftws all her aivv^oxjM^^^fe^x. 
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Lady Betty obferv*d it, then pulls out a pin. 
And varies the grain of the Auff to his -grin ; 
And, to'make roailed iilk to refemble his raw-bone^ 
She raisM up a thread to the jet of. his jaw-bone; 
Till at length in exaflefl proportion he rofe. 
From the crown of his head to the arch of his nofe. 
And if Lady Betty had drawn him with wig and all, 
'Tis certain the copy had out-done the originaL 

Well, that 's but my out-lidc, fays Dan with ayapour.. 
Say you fo,. fays my Lady 5 1 've lin'd it with paper. 

. PaTR. DBhAKY fculp. 

ON THE SAME PICTURE. 

CLAR.I S S A draws her fciflars from the cafe 
To draw the lines of poor Dan Jackfon's face. 
One (loping cut made forehead, nofe, and chin, > 
A nick produced a mouth, and made, him grin,. > 

Such as in taylors* meafure you have feen. J 

But ftill were wanting his grimalkin eyes. 
For which grey worfted»ftocking paint fupplies. 
Th' unravel'd thread through needle's eye conveyed 
Transferred itfelf into his pafte- board head.. 
How came the fcilfars to be thus out-done ? 
The needle had an eye, and they had none. 
O wondrous force of art ! now look at Dan — 
You *ll fwear the pafte-board was the better man. 
«« The devil ! fays he, the head is not fo full !" 
Indeed it is — ^ behold the paper fkull< 

J Tho. Sheridan/tm^^ 
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ON THE SAME PICTURE^ 

Tn| AN»5- cvH genius in a trice 

-■-^ Had ftrippM him of his coin at dice., 

Cloc, obferving-thb (fifgrace, 

On Pam cut out his rueful face. 

By G— -, fay Dan, 'tis very hard^. 

Cut out at dice, cut out at card I 

G. RocHFaiiT.y2:«5^- 



ON THE SAME PICTURE. 

TTT H I L S T yo«^ three merry poets traffic- 

To give u» a defcription grapliic 
Of Dan's large nofe in modem Sapphic; 

I fpend my time in -making Sermons,, 
Or writing libels on the Germans, 
Or murmuring -at Whigs* preferments. 

But when I would find rhyme for Rochfort, 
And look in Englifh, French, and Scotch for 't,. 
At lad I 'm fairly forc'd to botch for *t. 

Bid Lady Betty recolle€V her, 

Atid tell, who was it could direft her 

To dr^LW the face of fiich afpeftre. 

I mufl confefs, that as to me, Sirs, 
Though I ne'er faw her hold the fcifTars, . 
X now could fafely fwear it is hers» 



^-Vyj.. 
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'Tis true, no nofe could come in better; 
'Tis a vaft fubjeft fluffed with matter. 
Which all may handle, none can flatter. 

Take courage, Dan ; this plainly ihaws^.* - ; 
That not the wifcft mortal kaows^ 
What fortune may befall his nofe. 

Shew mc the brighteft Irifh toaft, 
"Who from her lover e'er could boaifl 
Above a fong or twb at mod ; 

For thee three poets now are drudging all 

To pratfe the cheeks, chin, nofe, the bridge and all^ 

Both of the pifture and original. 

Thy nofc's length and fame extend 
So far, dear Dan, that every friend 
Tries, who fhall have it by the end. 

And future poets, as they rife, 
Shall read with envy and fufprizc • 
Thy nofe outihiuing Cadia's eyes. 

JON. SwlFT. 

DAN JACKSON'S DEFENCE. 

^ My verfe little better you '11 find than my fiace tv 
«*• A word to the wife — ut pi^ura po^s,** 

np H R E E merry lads, with envy ftulig, 
■*■ Becaufe Dan's face is better huftg, 
Cbmbin'd in verfe to rhyme it down. 
And in its place fee up their owa |. 

3 - A« 
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As if they M run it down much better 
By number of their feet in metre, 
Or that its red did caufe their fpite, 
Which made them draw in black and white. 
Be that as 'twill, this is moft true, 
They were infpir'd by what they drew. 
' Let then fuch criticks know, my face 
*Gives them their comcUnefs and grace t 
Whilft every line of face does bring 
A Ime of grace to what tliey fing. 
^ut yet, metliinks, though with difgrace 
Both to the pi6lure and the face, 
I fhould name tl^em who do rehearfe 
The ftory of the pifture-farce j 
The Squire, in French as hard as ftone. 
Or ftrong as rock, that 's all as one, 
On face on cards is very briik. Sirs, 
Becaufe on them you play at whifk, Sirs. 
But much I wonder, why my crany 
should envy'd be by De-el-any : 
And yet much more, that half-name fake 
Should join a party in the freak. 
;For fure I am it was not fafe 
'Thus to abufe his better half^ 
As I (hall prove you, Dan, to be, 
Divifim and conjunctively. 
For if Dan lov«f not Sherry, can 
Sherry be any thing to Dan } 
This is the caifc »wlit ne'er you fee 
J)Aft. makes nothing of Sherry ; 
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Or fhould Dan be.i>y Sherry a'eru'cQ, 
Then Dan would be. poor Sherridane ; 
^Tis hard then he fhould be dccry'd 
By Dan with Sherry by his (ide. 
But, if the cafe mufl be fo hard. 
That faces fuffcr by a card, 
Let criticks cenfure, what care I? 
Back-biters only we. defy. 
Faces are free from injury. 



MR. ROCHFORT'S REPLY. 

^XT O U fay your face is better hung 

•*• Than ours — by what ? by nofe or tongue ? 
^In not explaining, you are wrong 

to us, Sir. 

Becaufe we thus muft ftate the cafe. 
That you have got a hanging face, 
Th* untimely end 's a damn'd difgrace 

of noofe. Sir. 

But yet be not cad. down : I fee 
A weaver will your hangman' be; 
You *11 only hang in tapeftry 

with many. 

And then the ladies, I fuppofe, 
"Will praife your k)ngitude of nofe, 
'For latent-charms within your cloaths, 

dear Danny. 

. . Thm 
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'Thus will the. fair of every age 
From all parts make their pilgrimage, 
'Worihip thy nofe with pious rage 

of love, Sir, 

All their religion will be fpent 
About thy woven monument, 
.And not one orifon be fent 

to Jove, Shr. 

"You tliefam'd idol will become, 
As gardens grac'd in ancient Rome, 
By matrons worfliip'd in the gloom 

of night. 

O happy Dan ! thrice happy fure! ' 
Thy fame. for ever fhall endure, 
Who after death can love fecure 

at fight. 
So far I thought it was my duty 
To dwell upon thy boafted beauty ; 
Now I '11 proceed a word or two t'ye 

in anfvver 
To that part where you carry on 
This paradox, that rock and ftonc 
In your opinion are all one. 

How can. Sic, 

A man of reafoning fo profound 

So llupidly be run aground. 

As things fo differently to confound 

t* our fenfes"? 
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Except you judg'd them by the knock 
Of near an equal hardy block : 
Such an experimental (broke 

convinces. 
Then might you be, by dint of reafon, 
A proper judge on this occafion j 
'Gainft feeling there 's no difpuradon, 

is granted, , 
Therefore to thy fuperior wit, 
W^ho made the trial, we fubmit ; 
,Thy head to prove the truth of it 

we wanteid. 

tin one aflertion you *re to blame, 
Where Dan and Sherry 's made the fame, 
Endeavouring to have your name . 

retin'd, Sir. 

You *11 fee moft grofsly you miftook. 
If you confult your fpelling-book, 
(The better half you fay you took) 

you 'U find, Sir, 

S, H, E, Jhe — and R, I, r/. 

Both put together make Sherry, 

D, A, N, Dan — makes up the three 

fyllablcs. 

Dan is but one, and Sberri two, 
Then, Sir, your choice will never do j 
Thcrefote I 've turn'd, my friend, on you 

the tables. 



DR. 
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DR. DfiLANVS REPLY. 

ASSIST me, Ay Mttfe, wkilft I hbddr to lihrin liim t 

Vou I<Mik iiKl you wrhe witk ftl diflereiit t graici» 
Th^ I enry your vtrfe, thoo^ I dM liot^iiMif ^ice. 
And to him that thinks rightly, there 's reafon enough, 
Caufe one is as finboth as the other is itmgh. 

But much I 'm amazM you ihould think ny defign ^ 
Was to rhyme down your nofe, df your harlequin grip, > 
Which you yourielf ^diofder the de'el fliouM malign. J 
And if 'ds fo flrange, thov your mohfterftffp^ crany 
BbodakJ^be envy'd by him, much lefs by Delany. 
Though I own to' you, when I ooniider it Hfrider, 
i envy the paintei', althou^ tmL tlie ^tEhlirii. 
And juftly flie 'a envy'd, fihce' » iknd of IkH 
Wkk lA!^^ dlttwn right but by her and Raphael. 

Next, as to' the cliat<gci, v^hich you tdlF t^ h trttb. 
That we were infpit<*d bf tfie fubje6l we drc#. 
Infpir'd we wero^ and well, Sir,- you knew it, 
V^lidc^by your nofe, but the fair-one that drew its 
Had your nofe be«li the Mufe, W6had ne*et^bccninfpit'd, 
Thougliperhaps it might juilly^Ve beenfaid we Were fir'd. 

As to the divifion'of wottk-iii'j'otlr ftavesj 
liik^^ lAy countryman's horn-comb, into three halves^ 
I meddle not ^tH''tj» but prefume to make nicfrr/. 
You call'd Dan one hsAf, and t'other half Sherry i 
Now if Dan 's a hajfj at'yuu call 't o'er imd o'er; 
tAdn tt> can't be deny'd that Sherry's two more. 

Vol. 1. R ^«t 
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For pray give mc leave to fay. Sir, for all you. 
That Sherry 's at lead of double the' value. ^ 
But perhaps. Sir, you did it to fill up the verfe : 
So.ciouds in a coocert (like a£tor% in hxfic) 
Play two partt in one, when fcnpers are fcaiee. 
But be that as 'twill, you '11 know more anon. Sir, 
When Sheridan fends to Merry Dan anfwer. 

S H E R I D A N'S REPLY. 

'np^HREE merry lads you own we are; 
-■• 'Tis very true, and free from care. 
But envious we cannot bear, 

believe, &; 
For, were all forms of beauty thine. 
Were you like Nercus foft and fine. 
We ihould not in the leaft repine, 

or grieve. Sir. 
Then know from us, moft beauteous Dan, 
That roughnefs bed becomes a man ; 
'TIS women ihould be pale and wan, 

and tapecr 
And all your trifling beaux and fops. 
Who comb their brows and ileek their chops, 
Are but the offspring of toy-lhqps, 

meer vapour. 
We know your moming<hours you pafs 
To cull and gather out a face ; 
Is this. the way you take your glafs ? 

Forbear it. 
Thdb 



SHERIDAN'S REPLY. t^^ 

Thofe loads of paint upon your toilet. 
Will never mend your face, but Ipoil it, . , 
It looks as if you did par-boil it : 

Drink cla^ 
Your cheeks-, by (leeking, are fo lean, ^ 

That they 're like Cynthia in the wane. 
Or bread: of goofe when 'tis pick'd clean, 

or pulleu 
See what by drinking you have ^one: 
You Ve made your phiz a ikeleton^* 
From the long diflance of your crown, 

t' your gullet! 



A REJOINDER^ 
rf T^E DEAN, IN JACKSON'S NAME. 

TXTEARIED with faying grace and prayer, * ■ 
^ I haften*d down to countrycair, ^ 
To-vead your anfwer, and prepare 

J . ., Tcptytot 

But your fair Ihics fo grofsly flatter, . • 

Pray do they praife me, or befpatter ? . _ ^ 
. f, mod fuipefk you mean the latter — 

Ah! fly-boot I 
It mud be fol what elfe, alas. 
Can mean, by culling of a face, 
, And *11 that iluflf of toiict, £lafs, 

, and box-comb } 

R a ^x 



But be Vas 'nyill^ this you muit mntf 
That you 're a dawti^' wliilfl: I but paint r 
Then which of u» t^p 19 the quaint- 
er coxcoi 
I value not your jpke» of nopfe. 
Tour g^s» and all your |du1 abufb* 
More than dye djs^ beneath n^y il^oes^ 

BCirlei 
Yet one thii^ v^es m» I owp^ 
Thou forry fcare-prow of ikin an^ bft^jCL^ 
To be calPd lean by a^ fk^oa, 

wha'dbea 

*Ti8 true indeed, to cirrry friends. 
You feem to praile, to make amends^ 
And j(etf before yout ftanza end&» 

yottira 
'Bout latent charms benesah my doatits ; 
FoK every one. that knows me knows 
That I j]^ nothmg like my tkoft ' 

abmi 

pafs now where you 5eer m^ ^^^jS^it 
•Caufe I call Dan my better half! • 
Oh there you think you have me fa£e I 

ButKofd, 

Is not a penny often found 

To be much greater than a |>ound ? 

By your good leave, my moil proifound 

aind boI< 
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Din 's noble mettle, S\^^rj:y bafc ; 
:»o Dan's the better, thiwigh the Idft,; 
An ounce of .gold 's worth ten <i brafs, 

dullpeflpi^J 

As to your fpelling, let me fec,^ 

If SHE makes /(fr, Mid BJ makes r^ 

<30od fpelHng^miiler! vour crany 

lifts lead on ^tr 

ANOtttt^ iliJoiNDER, 
fcY tttE DEAN, IN jAckSGN'S NAmE. 

'HpHREE days for anfwer X have waited, 

**■ I thought an ace you *d nc*er have bated. 
And art thou foic'd %o yield, ill-^fated ^ 

:I)oetaftcr? 
Henceforth acknowledge, that a noTc " - • 

Of thy dimenfion's fit for prdfc, 
fiut ever)' one that knows Dan, knows 

Bluih for ill-fpelling, for 411-!]incs« 
And fly with liurry to ramims j 
Thy fame, thy genius vnow declines. 



tHy.mafter. 



1 hear with fome concern -you roar. 
And flying think to quit the fcore 
Sy clapping billets on your door 



proud, bdafton 
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Thy ruin, Tom, I never meant, 
1 *m gricvM to hear your b^nifboAenty 
But pleas*d to find you do relent 

and cry 
1 maul'd you, when you look'd fo bluff. 
But now I *11 fccret keep your fluff; 
For know, proftratfdA is enqugh 

• toth'Ikl 

SlIERIDAN'S SUBMISSION. 

BY THE DEAN. , 

.. ** Cedo jam, miferae cognofcens praemia rixa, 
** Si rifca eft, ubi tu pulfas ego vapulo tantum.'* 

^^I*0 OR Sherry, inglorious, •: 

To Dan the vi6lorious, 
Prefenis, as 'tis fitting, 
Petition and greeting. 

TO you vifhjrious and brave, 

Your now-fubdued and fuppliant Have 

Moft Humbly fues for pardon ; 
Who when I fought ftill cut me down. 
And when I vahifli'd fled the town, 

Purfued and lard me hard on. 
_Now lowly crouchM I cry peccaviy 
' And proflrate fupplicate pour ma w» 

Your mercy I rely onj 
For you, my conqueror and my king. 
In pardoning, as in punifhing. 

Will fhew yourfclf a lion. 
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Alas ! Sir, I had no deiign^ 
But was unwarily drawn in j 

For fpite I nc'cr'had any j 
'Twas the damn'd fquire with the hard name; 
The de'cl too that ow*d me a fhamc, 

The devil and Delany ; 

They tempted me t* attack your highnefs. 
And then, with wonted wile and ftynefs. 

They left me in the luixh : 
Unhappy wretch ! for now, I ween^ 
I *ve nothing left to vent my fpleeE 

But ferula and birch : 

And tliey, alas ! yield fmall relief. 
Seem rather to renew my g-ricf, 

My wo\|pds bleed all anew : 
For every ftroke goes to my heart. 
And at each lafli I feel the fmart 

Of lafh laid on by you. 

To the Rev. DANIEL JACKSON5 

To be humbly prefcnted by Mr. Sheridan io 
Perfon, with Refpe^t, Care, andSjpeed, 

Drar Dan, 

TTERE I return my truft, nor aik, 
•*■ ^ One penny for remittance ; 
If I have well performed ray talk, 
Pray lend me 4m acquittance, 

R 4 *tQ» 
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Too long; I bore this w^^y pA^fc> 

^s Hercules the Iky ; 
Now take htm yo«, Dan Ax^^ h^^^ 

Let me ^ ftai^dcr-Vy. 

Not all the witty things you ^peak 

In compafs of a day. 
Not half the puns you make a. week» 

Should brib^ l^is longev fia^ 

With roe you left lum out at nur^> 

Yet are you not my debtor ; 
For, as he hardly am be worfe^ 

I ne*er oould make him beuen 

He rhymes and puns, and puns and rhymes^ 

Juft as he did before; 
Andy when he's la&'d a hundred times. 

He rhymes and puns the more. 

y^hen rods are laid on icheplrbpys burns,. 
The more they friik and ikip : 

The fchool-boy's top but louder hums, 
Th^ ipope diey uCe thawhip. 

Thus, a. lea^bealt beneaUi\ a loftd 

(AbeaAof Iriihbreed} 
Will, in a tedious, diny road. 

Outgo the prancing fteed. 

You knock him down and down in tMu, 

And lay him flat before ye^ 
For, foon as he gets ufi again, . 

He 'U (lrut» and cry, HidormJ 



TO DANIEL JACKSON. t4f 

At every fbroke of mine» he fell, 

*Tis true he roar'd and cry'd j 
But his impenetrable ihell 

Could feel no hann betide. 

The tortoife thus, with motion flow. 

Will clamber up a wait ; 
Yet, fcnfclefs to the hardeft blow. 

Gets nothing but a fall. 

Dear Dan, then, why ihould you, or I, 

Attack his pericrany ? 
And, tince it is m vain to try, 

We 'H fend him to Delany. 

POSTSCRIPT. 

Leaft Tom, whei\ I faw him, lafl week, on his horfe 

awry, 
"f hreaten'd loudlf to turn mt ta ihme with his forcery. 
But, I tlunky litde Dan^ dnt, in %ighc of v/hwc our 

foe fays, 
He will tind I read Ovid andltts Mctamorphofif^ 
For omitting the firft (where I make a comparifoDr 
With a fort of alhiiioa to PxltlMid * or Harrifdn) 
Yet, by my defcription, you 11 find- he in flbbrt is 
A pack and a garran, a tc^and a tortoife. 
So I hope from henceforward you ne'er will alk^ can ImauP 
This teazing, conceited, Fude, infelent animal? 
And, if this rebuke might turn to his benefit, 
{For I pity the man) I &ofuld be glad then of it* 

♦ Alluding to the Prologue, mentioned ^boxt, ^* x^i* 
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TO DR. S H E R: i D A N, 

On his •♦Art of Pu.^ning,** 

TT AD I ten thoufand mouth and tonguesy 
•*" ■■• Had I ten thoufand pair of ^gSy 
Ten thoufand yr«/// with brains to chiok^ 
Ten xYiOvSzxiA flandijbes ofink, 
Ten thoufand bands and pens to write: 
Thy praife l^djfuify day and jfigbt. 
Oh may thy Work for ever live ! 
(Dear Tom, a friendly zeal forgive,) 
May no vile mifcreant fawcy Cook 
Prefume to tear thy learned' Book^ 
T^ojiftge bis Foivl for nicer gucft, 
Or/i» it on tBe Turkey* s breajf, 

Ktt]^ iv f lom pajfy-bak^d or Jfyingr 
From broiling Jake, or fritters /ry/ir|r, 
From lighting pipe^ or making fnuff,. . 
. Or ci^ng up 2i feather muff^ 

From all the feveral ways the Grocer 
(Who to the learned world 's a £oe. Sir,) . 
i^ found, in t'wiJitMgf folding, packing. 
His brains and ours at once a ra<king. 
And may it never eurl the bead. 
Of either liz^ng block or dead 4 
Thus, when all dangers they have paft, 
Your leavis, like leases qf brafs, ihall lalL. 
No blaji (hall fnpn* a Critick's breathy 
By vile inft3ion, caufe their deaths 
Till they- \n fames at lad expire. 

And help to fit the njfiQrid on fin. 

3 ^-t^VX.^ 
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STELLA TO DR. SWIFT. 

On his Birth-day, Nov, 30, 1721. 

OT. Patrick's Dean, your country's pride, 

*^ My early and my only guide, 

Let me among the reft attend, 

Your pupil and your humble friend. 

To celebrate in female (bains 

The day that paid your mother's pains j 

Defcend to take that tribute due 

In gratitude alone to you. 

When men began to call mc fair^ 
You interpbs'd your timely care j 
You early taught me to dcfpifc 
The ogling of a coxcomb's eyes j 
Shew'd where my judgement was mifplac'dj 
Refin'd my fancy and my tafte. 

Behold that beauty juil decay*d. 
Invoking art to nature's aid : 
Forfook by her admiring train. 
She fpreads her tatter'd nets in vain i 
Short was her part upon the ftage ; 
Went fmoothly on for half a page ; 
Her bloom was gone, (he wanted art. 
As the fcene chang'd, to cliange her part : 
She, whom no lover could retift. 
Before the fccond ail was hifs'd. 
Such is the fate of female race 
With no endowments but a facej 
Before the thirtieth year of life, 
A maid forlorn, or liated wife. 
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Stellt to you, her tutor, owes 
That flic has ne'er rei'embled thofe^ 
Hot was a burden to mankind 
With half her coilffe of ydars bchmi 
You taught how I might youth prolongs 
By knowing what was right and wrong;; 
How from toy heart to bring fupplies 
Of luftrc to my fading eyes j 
How fodn a beauteous niind repairs 
The lofs of chang'd or faTling hai/s.i 
How wit and virtue from within 
Send out* a fMdddinefs o'er the tkiii^ 
Your le6hxrcs could iny &ncy fij^ 
And I can pleafe it thirty-{ix. 
The fight of Oloe at fifteen 
Coc(U^tdng, gives hot me ^6 fplceh^ 
The idol now of every "fool 
Till time {hall make th^r^aifions coot;; 
Then tumbling down timers (leepy hil^ 
While Stella holds her fiiaition fiill. 
«Oh I turn ybur preceptis into laivs, 
Redeem the women's ruin'd caufe, 
{Retrieve loft empire to our fex, 
That men may bow their rebel necks. 
Long be the day that gave you birth 
Sacred to f riendlhip, wit, and minh.; 
l,ate dying may you caft a (bred 
Of your rich mantle o'er niy headi 
To bear with dignity my forrow, 
<One day ahfte, then dii tthtnorroiu* 
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TO STELLA, 
ON HER BIRTH^DAY, 1711^ 

"tXTHILE, Stella, to your lafting praife 

^^ The Mufe her annual triljute pay»>, 
While I aflign myfelf a talk 
Which you expe^ but fcarn to a& i; 
If I perform thi» taOt wth gain. 
Let me of partial fate complain r 
You every year the debt enlarge^ 
1 grow lefs equal to die charge : 
In you each virtaift brighter ihiijesr 

But my poetic vein declines ; 

My harp wiU foon in vain be finings 

And all your virtues, l^fi; unAl^ ^ 

For none amo&g^^ d^e npfbffj^ raf^. 

Of Poets dare ai&MBe my place i^ ^ 

Your worth will be to them.iml^^jt^Q^ 

They muft IvtyeStiell^'s of.tbpijr qwh^ 

And thus, my ilqck^ol wi^ de(aj^*d>. 

I dying leave the debt uqjKaixljK 

Unlefs Delany» as my heir. 

Will anfwtr for the wholes Mr|««r,. 

CN THE GR.EAT BURIED BCJTTWE. 
BY PR, 0^,1^.A>KX. 

A MPHOR A,quf& nMcf^liaqixiSibituiDfii^jCTiJ^ 
^^ Arentem dominum, fir tibi term kvib 
Tu quoque depp&um fcrves, neve oppriiaie^ SM^mor ; 
Amphors non meruit-.tam pcctM^ morb 
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EPITAPH, BY THE SAME. 

TTOC tumdata jacet proles Len«t fepulchroy 
**• •*• Immortale genus, ncc periturt jacct ; 
Qjim oritura itenifn» matris concifditur alro; 
Bis natum refenint te quoque, Bacche Pater. 



STELLA'S BIRTH-DAY; 
A great Bottle of Wine, long buried, being that 
Day dug up. 1722-3*. ^. 

T> ESOLV'D my annual vcrfc to pay, 

•••^ By duty bound, on Stclla*s day, 

Fumiih'd with paper, pens, and ink, 

I gravely fat me down to think : . 

bit my nails, and fcratch'd my head, 

B«t found my wit and fancy fled : ' 

Or, if with more than ufual pain, 

A thought came (lowly from my brain, 

It cod me lord knows how much dme' 

7*9 ihapQ it AnfQ fenie and rhyme: ■ 

And, what was yet a greater curfe. 

Long thinkihg made my fancy worfe. 
. > Fofffaken hf th' infpiring Nine, ' '. 

I waited 4t Apollo's flirine t 

j(. toldhipi wbaft the world would fay. 

If Stella wcjs uniiiqg; to-day J * 

>•. How 
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How I flioald hide my head for (hame,. 
When both the Jacks and Robin came ; 
How Ford would frown, how Jim would leer. 
How Sheridan the rogue would Inecr, 
And fwear it does not always follow^ 
Th^t/emera anno ridet Apolh. 
I have aflur'd them twenty times, 
That Phoebus hclp*d me in my rhymes j 
Phoebus infpir'd me from above, 
And he and I were hand and glove. 
But, finding me fo dull and dry iince, 
Tiiey '11 call it all poetic licence ; 
And, when I brag of aid divine. 
Think Eufden's right as good as mind* 

Nor do I afk for Stella's fake r . 
*Tis my own credit lies at ftake : 
And Stella will befaog, while I . 
Can only be a (Under- by. 

Apollo, having thought a little, 
Returned this anfiver to ai tittlo. 

Though you (bould live like old Methufalem^ 
I furniih hints, and you iball nfe all 'cm» - 
You yearly fing as ihe grows old, • 
You *d leave her virtues half untold. ^ 

But, to fay truth, fuch dulnefs reigns, 
Through the whole fet of Irifli deans, 
I *m daily Ihini^ with fuch a medley, • 
Dean W— , Dean:Di-, and Dean Smcdiey, 
That, let what Dean foever cokae. 
My orders are, 1 ?m not at home jj * 
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And, if youc voice had not been Iom^ 
You mufl have pafs'd among the citnML 

But noWf your danger to prevent. 
You muft apply to Mrs. Brent ; 
For ihe, as prkftefs, knows the rket 
Wherein the god of eartb delights* 
Firft, nine ways looking, let her ftand 
With an old poker in her hand; 
Let her defcribe a circle round 
In Saunders' cellar on the ground: 
A fpade let prudent Axchy hold. 
And with difcretion dig the moutd ' 
Let Stella look with watchful eye^ 
Rebecca, Ford, and Grattans by; 

Behold the bottle, where it Itet 
With neck elated towards the fkietl 
The god of winds and god of dm 
IXd to its wondrous birth confpires^ 
And Bacchus for the poec|& oft - 
Pour'd in a ffarong infptring jutee. 
See. ! as you ni£e it from its. tomb,* 
It drags .faefaind a fyacious: womb^ 
And in the fpaciouft womb coatMotr 
A fovereign medictnefor the brains, 

You^l&id'itibeii, if fate-cDBfencv ; 
If not, a thoufand Mxs. Brents, 
Ten thoufandArchys.ann'd witbipwifcsi. 
May dig in vain to Pluto's flfades. 

From thence a plenteous drau^'iafblti 
And boldly the» invoke tbr Mu& 
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(But fir(l let Rol)^, on his knees. 
With caution (jFain it from the lees)*: 
The Mufe will at your call appear, 
"With Stella's praife to crown the year. 

A SATIRICAL ELEGY 
Out THE Death of 
A LATE FAMOUS GENERAL 

HIS Grace ! impoflible 1 what dead ! 
Of old age too, and in his bed f 
And could that mighty warrior fall, 
An4 fo inglorious, after all ! 
Well, fince he *s gone, no matter how. 
The. lad loud trump muft wake him now : 
Andf truft me, as the noife grows ftrongcK, 
He *d wifh to fleep a little longer. 
And could he be indeed fo old 
As by the nejvs-papers we 're tol4,? - 

Three(core, I think, is pretty high ; 
'Twas time in confcience he ihould die! 
This world he cumber'd long enough ; 
He burnt his candle to the fnuff ; ; j 

And that 's the reafon, fpme folks think. 
He left behinjiyb^r^tf/ « /— ^ 
Behold his funeral appears^ 
Nor widow's.fighsy nor orphan's tears. 
Wont at fuch times each heart to pierco^ 
Attend the progrels of bis hearfe. 

V-ou L S ^>^v 
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But what of that ? his friends mty fay, • 
He had thofe honours in his day. 
True to his profit and his pride* 
He made them weep before he dy*d. 
Come hither, all ye empty things ! 
Ye bubbles raised by breath of kings! 
Who float upon the tide of ftatc; • 
Come hither, and beliold your hxc 
Let Pride be taught by this reUukey ^ 
How very mean a thing 's a Duke; 
From all his ill^got honours flung, 
Tum'd to that dirt from whence he fprung«^ 

DEAN SMEDLEY'S PETITIO^ 
TO THE DUKfi OF GRAFTON. . 

" N6n domus aut fundus— ** HoR 

TT was, my lord, the dextrous iliift 
*■• Of t'other Jonathan, viz. Swift, 
But now St. Patrick's fancy dean. 
With filver verge and furplice clean. 
Of Oxford, or of Ormond's grace, 
In loofer rhyme to beg a place. 
A place he got, yclept ajlailf 
And eke a choufand pounds withal ; 
And, were he a lefs witty writer. 
He might as well have got a fifltre. - 

Thus I, the Jonathan of Clogher,^ 
In humble lays, my thanks to oiler, r 

Appi 



Af)proach your grace with grateful hearty . 
My thanks and verfe bo^h void of art^ . 
Content witK.whajt ypur, IxMmcy gf v:e,s 
No larger income dp I ci^ave : 
Rejoicing that, in bittir tim^t ^ 
Grafton requires my loyal lines. . 
Proud ! while my patjpn is polite, 
Llikewife to the^parriot; write ! 
Proud ! that at once I can copimeod 
King George's and the Mofes*. friend I> 
Ejndear'd to Britain ; aodto thee 
(^sjoin'd, Hibernia, by ib« fca), 
Endear'd by .twice tbree aniupu^ years, . 
Employed in guardian toils and caresy - 
By love, by wifdpm, and by (kill ; 
For he has'fay/d tbee 'gainft thy wilU. 

But where (hall Smedl^y make his ncft,- , 
And \vy, hjs wandering head to rcil > 
Where iball he find a decent houfe, 
To treat bis friends, and chcai:4lk fpoufe^ 
Oh I tackf my lordf fomc pretty cure ;. 
In wholefomejoil, and aether pyre 5 
The garden ik>r*d with andcfs flowers. 
In cither angle ihady bower$, 
No gay parterre,, witlicoftly green, . 
Within the ambient hedge be feen : 
Let Nature freely take. her courfe, . 
Nor fear from me ungrateful force ; 
No iheers ihall check her fproiiting vigour^ , 
.^or ihape the yews to antic figure : 

S .4 K^WBw^A 
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A limpid brook fhtll trout fupply. 

In May, to take the mimic fly; 

Round a fmall orchard may it run, 

Whofc apples redden to the fun. 

Let all be fnug, and warm, and neat; 

For fifty turned a fafe retreat. 

A little Eufton may it be, 

Eufton 1 *11 carve on every tree. 

But then, to keep it in repair. 

My lord — tnvice fifty pounds a year 

Will barely do ; but if your grace 

Could make thera hundreds— <\izxm\ng place 1 

Thou thfen wouldft fhew another face. 

Clogher 1 far north, my lord, it lies, 
Midft fnowy hilfe, inclement Ikies ^ 
One fhivers with the Ar^ic wind. 
One hears the polar axis grind. 
Good John * indeed, with beef and claret. 
Makes the place warm that one may bear it* 
He has a pu/Wo keep a table, 
And eke a foul as hofpitable. 
My hcartii good -, but allbts fail, 
To figl^xIV^ith ftorms of fnow and haiL 
Besides, the country *% thin of people, 
"^ho ffcldom meet but at the fteeplc : 
The ftrapping dean, that *s gone to DowlJ^' 
Ne'er nam'd the thing without a frown, • 
When, much fatigued with fermon-ftudy. 
He 'felt his brain grow dull and pouddy; - 

•Bp. Sterne. 
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No fit companion coujd be fbund, 
To pulh the lazy bottle round ; 
Sure then, for want of better folks 
To pled^, bis cUrk was orthodox. 

Ah ! how unlike to Gerard-flreet, 
Where bcailx and belles in. parties meet; 
Where gilded chairs and coaches throng,. 
And joftle as they trowl along; 
Where tea and coffee hourly flow, 
And gape- feed does in plenty growj ^ 

And Griz (no clock more certain) tries,. 
Exaft at fcven, ** Hot mutton-pies !" 
There lady Luna in her fphere 
Once flione, when Paunceforth was not near ;• 
But now fhe wanes, and, as 'tis faid, 
Keeps fober hours, and goes to bed. 
There — but 'tis cndlefs to write down 
All the amufements of the town ; 
And fpoufe will think herfelf quitt undone,. 
To trudge to Connor * from fweet London \. 
And care we mull: our wives to^pleafe, 
Or elfe — we ihall be ill at eafe. 

You fee, my lord, what 'tis I lack, 
'Tis only fome convenient tack^ 
Some parfonage-houfe, with garden fweet,. 
To be my late, my laft retreat 5 
A decent church clofe by its fide, 
There, preaching, praying, to refidc ; 

* The bilhoprick of Connor is united to that of 
Down \ but tl^ere aie two deans.^ 

S 3 Kn^ 
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And, as tny time fecurely rolls, 
To fare mv own and other fovls. 



THE DUKE'S ANSWER. 
S Y DR. S W liT T, 

Tp\ E A R Smed, I read thy brilliant Unes, 
"^^ Where wit in all its glory (hines ; 
Wlicrc compliments, with all their pride^ 
Are by their numbers dignified : 
I hope, to make you yet as t;lean 
As that famc-Vtz*, St.' Patrick's dean. 
I '11 pvt t\\ct furpU^e, verge f nndJfaH^ 
And^may he fomething elfe withal ,- 
And, were y©u not (o good a writer, 
I (hoold prefent you with a mitre. 
Write woifc then, if^ou out — Be wife— 
Believe rae, 'tis tbe tvaj to rife. 
Talk not of making of thy neft t 
Ab / fi£*ver lay tby bead to reft f 
Tbai beadfo iveil tvitb wi/dom fraagif^ 
Tbat *writes ivitbotU tbe toil of tbough't I 
While others rack their bufy brains, 
You are not in J:he leail at pains. 
Down to your deanry now repair, 
And build a cafile in tbe air. 
" I *m fure a roan of your fine fertfc 
Can do it with a fmall expence. 
There your dearfpoufe and you together 
May breathe your bellies full of Jtf^fr. 

Whet 
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'When lady Luna is your neighbour, 
Sbie *\\ help your nvtfevrhtxi fbe 'sin. labour; ' 
Well (kilPd in midwife artifices, 
For flic hcrfelf oh* falls in piicis. 
' •There you fliall fee a raree-Jbenn 
Will make you' fcom this world below ^ 
When you behold the milky way, 
As white as fnow, «s bright as day ; 
The glitterijig conftcllations 1^611 
About the grinding Arftic pole j 
The lovely tingling in your ears, 
Wrought by the mufick of the fphercs— 
Your fpdufe (half then no longer he£ber, 
You need i\ot fear a curtain-k£lure ; - ' 

l<^or ihall (he think that (he is undone " 

For quitting her beloyed. London^ 
Whcnihe *s exalted in the ikies, . 
She '11 never think of jnutton-pics ; 
When you .*rc aduanc'd above dean Viz, 
You '11 newer think. of goody Griz. 
But ever, ever, live at cafe. 
And ftrivc, and ftrive, jp^r latfe ta ple»fe% 
Icf her you '11 centre all your joys, 
And get ten thoufand girls and boys t 
T«n thoufand girls and boys you/ll^cr, 
And they 4ikc (lars (hall rife, and fet. 
VJM'Cit you and fpoufe^ transforna'd, (hallioon 
Be a nenA)fuH and a ne^w moon : 
Kor (hall you ftrivc your horns to hide. 
For tbeouyour horns (hall be your pride. ^ 

&4 ^'K^^^V 
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VEHSES BY STELtA. 

T F it be true, celeftial Powers, 
"^ That you have form*d me fair,. 
And yet, in all my vaineft hourSf. 

My mind has been my care : 
Then, in return, I beg this grace. 

As you were ever kind. 
What envious Time takes from my face,. 

Beflow upon my mind ! 

JEALOUSY. BY THE SAME*; 

f\. Shield me from his rage, cekftial Powers ; 
^^ This tyrant, that embitters all my hours f 
Ah, Love ! you've poorly play'd the hero's paxtr . 
You conquered, but you can't defend, ray heart. 
When firfl 1 bent beneath your gentle reign, 
I thought this monfter banifli'd from your train : 
But you would raife him to fupport your throne; 
And now he cl'aims your empire as his own. 
Or tell me, tyrants ! have you both agreed. 
That where one rdgns,. the other Ihall fuccecd ? ^ 

DR. DELANY'S VILLA.! 

TTTOULD you that Delville I defcribe ? . 
^ ~ Believe me. Sir, I will not gibe : 
For who would be fatirical 
Upon a thing fo very fmall ? 

^'Oii die publiauion of << CadeAus and VandTa.** 



You fcaffcc upon the borders «hier« 
Befb<t ycu 're M the very centre. 
A iingle crow can make it night. 
When o'er your farm (he takes herid^r: 
Yet, in this narrow compafs, we 
Obferve a vaft rariety; 

Both walks, walk, meado^^rs, and parterres^.. 
Windows and doors, 4nd rooms and {hurs>. 
And hills and dales, and woods and iieldSf . 
And hay, and grafs, and corn, it yiblds i 
All to your haggard brought fo cheap inf. 
Without the mowing or the reaping i 
A razpr, though'to fay *t I 'm.ldCb,, 
Would ihA3tt you and your mead^^s both* 

Though fmall 's the farm, yet here 's a houfe 
Full large to entertain a-moufe ;. 
But where, a rat. is dreaded more 
Than favage Caledonian boar ;. 
For, if It *s entered by a rat. 
There is no room to bring a cat; 

A little rirulet feems to ftcal 
Down tihvough a thing' you call a vale^. 
Like tears adown a wrinkled cheek, . 
Like rain along a blade df leek ; 
Andthis you call 5^6«rfwcet«rf<i»/^,.. ' ' 

Which might be fuck'd up by a gander^. 
Gould he but force his nether bill 
To fcoop the channel of the rill. 
Fx)r fure you M make a mighty clutter, , 
Were it as big as city-gutter. 

Nexo 



l^ext conve I to your kitcheB<^trileii9 
"IVhere one poor moufe wooM face4>ut Jiti^ui ; 
And round this ^rden is a walk, 
VKo longer <lun a taylor^ chalk ; 
Thus I compare-what fpace is in it, 
A fnail creeps round it in a minute. 
** One lettuccm^es a ihift to fqueeze 
"Up through a tuft you- c4ll your trees t 
Andy once a year, a ^glevofe 
Peeps from the hud, hut never hlows ; 
In vain then you expert its hloom 1 
^It cannot hlow, for want of room. 
In ihort, in alLyour hoafted featt 
^There ''ft nothing but yourfelf that's on cat. 



"On ooe of the Windows at DebiF'iLLS. 

.,yk Bardy grown defirous ^f having his*, pelf, 
'^'^^ Built a houfe heivas fure would hold' »one bat 

himfclf. 
'^7hi€ enrag'd god^ Apollo, wlio Mercury fent^ 

'And bid him go aik what his votary meant, 
*"^ Some foe to my empire has beeo his advifer: 
^ ***Tk of dreadful,. portent when a. poet turns^mirer f 

- ** Tell him, Hesmes, from me, tell that fubje^^ ofvima^ 
** I have fworn by The Styx, to defeat his defign ; 

- ** For wherever he lives, tie Mufcs fliall reign ; 
-^-^.Andthe Mufesi he knows, have a numerous train .^ 

-CAKBERIiE 



CARBERIiE RtJPrs, 
IN COMITATU CORGAGENM. .I7t3, 



^7^ CCE iRgens fragmen rGopuli<«qaod Tcmce fumat 
"^ Defuper impendet, nullo funduniAe nixom 
' Decidit m fludlus : maria-Aindique^ uodique faxa 
Horrifono ftridore tenant; & «d aether* muranw: 
'£rigitur} trepidatque fuis Neptunus inuadit. 
^Nam, longa xenti rabie« atque afpergine €Febr« 
^uorciMaticist'fpecus'ima fupe civanir : 
Jam fukura^Miitt-jam'^fuinma cacumina nutanti 
/Jam cadit in praeceps moles» & verberat undas. 
Actonittis ccedaSf "hlnc dej£ci^ Tonantem 
Montibus impofitos monte«,-^& Peliea altum 
'In capita anguipedum ccelo jacuLAfTe gigantum. 

Saepe etiam fpelunca immam^peritur hiatu 
Exefa e foif uKs, *& utrinque^ foramina pandit» 
Hinc at({ueitinc-a ponto ad pontum .pervia Phoebo* 
Caunbus eiiorme juo^is laquearia tc£ki 
Formancur ; -moles olhn ruitura fupem^, 
Fomice fublkni oidos pofuere palumbes^ 
inque imo (bgni pofuere cubtlia.phocae. 

Sed,^um fxvit hyems, & venti* carcere tupto^ 
Immenfes volvunt fltt£^us ad culraina mentis ; 
Non obfelTae aroes, non fulmina vindice dextri 
MilTa Jovisy queries inimicas fasvit in urbes, 
Exaequant fonicum undarum, veniente procelli t 
^littoralittonbusrcboanti vicinialat^ 
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Gens aflucta man, & pedibus percurrcre rupcs, 
Tcrretur tamen, & loiige fugit, anra rclinqucns. 

Gramina dum carpunt pendentes rupe capellx^. 
Vi falientis aquae dc fummo praBcipitanrur, 
Et dulces animas imo fub gurgite linquunt. 

Pifeator terra non audct vellere f\i&eni ; 
Scd latet in portu tremebuDdus, & aera fudom 
Haud fperahsy Nereum precibus votifque £ttig«; 



CARBERY ROCKS, 
TRANSLATED BY DR. DUNKIIC 

T O ! from the top <»f yonder cliff, that fhrouds 
•*-* Its airy head amidfi the azure clouds. 
Hangs a huge fragment i deiHtute of piops^ 
Prone on the waves the rocky ruin drops } 
With hoarfe TebufF the fwelling feas rebound/ 
From (hore to ibore the rocks return the foilnds 
The dreadful murmur heaven's high convex cleaves^ 
And Neptune ihrinks beneath, his fubje6t waves : 
Por long the whirling winds and beating tidet 
Had fcoop'^1 a. vault into- its nether (ides, 
Now yields the bafe, the fummirs nod, now urgie 
Their headlong courfej and laih the founding furge*. 
Not louder noife could fliake the guilty world. 
When Jove heap^ niountains upon mountains hurl'd r 
Retorting Felion from his dread abode, 
To cruih Earth's rebel^fons beneath, the load, 

oftr 
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X)ft' too with hideous yawn the cavern wide 
Pnefcnts ah' orifice on cither fide^,. - . 
A difmal orifice, from fea to fea 
Extended, pervious to the God of Day : 
TJncouthly jotn'd, the rocks ikipendous^ form 
Aa arch,, ihp njiq pf a future ftorm : 
High on the cliff their nefts the Woodqucfts make,. 
And Sea-calves (lable in tl)e oozy lake. 

But when bleak Winter with bis fullen train 
Awakes the winds to vex the watery plain ; 
When o'er the craggy ileep without control. 
Big with the i>laft, the raging billows roll ; 
Not towns beleaguered, not the flaming brand. 
Darted from Heaven by Jove's avenging hand. 
Oft' as on impious meq his wrath he pours, 
Humbles (heir pride, and blafts theu: gilded towers, 
JEqual the tumult of this wild uproar : 
Waves rufh o'er waves, rebellows &ore to ibore.' 
The neighbouring race, though wont to bnwe the ihoekt 
Of angry feas, and run along the rock^. 
Now pale with terror, while the <ocean foam% 
Fly far and wide, nor truft their native, homes. 

The goats, while pendent from the mountain-top 
The wither'd herb improvident they crop, 
Wafii'd down the precipice with fudden*fweep. 
Leave their fwcet lives beneath th* unfathom'd deep. 

The frighted -fifher, with defponding «ycs, • 
Though fafc, yet tremblfng in the harbour lieS| ' 
Nor hoping to behold the flwes fcrene. 
Wearies, with; vQws the monarch 'Of the maia. 
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UPON THE HORRID PLOT 

DISCOVEJIED BY. HARLEQUIN, 

The Biihop of. Roches tks^s Freoch Dog *• 

It t^Dialogud between « W^ig and a Toitr» 171;. 

T ASK'D a Whig the other night, 
^ Hdw camt this wicked plot to light*? ^- 
He anfwer^dy that sk-deg of late 
laformM a imnifler' of ilate. . 
Said I,. Abnithfence I Dothiog<know:$ 
For > are not alLinfonner» fo } 
A villain who his fn end betrays. 
We ftyle him by no other phrafc j 
And fo a perjiir'd dog denotes . 
Porter, and Prendergaft, and Gates, 
And forty others I could name. 

Whig; But, you rouft know, this dog was lame* 

Tory, A weighty argument indeed 1 
Youprcim^hir/ was iame 1 -» proceed : 
Come;, help your lamA dog o*n tbeftjUa 

WHtev. Sk^.youjniilake me all this, while. :.- 
I mean a dt^ (without a Joke): 
Can howl, and bark, but never fp^ke. 

Tory. I 'm flill to feek,.. which dog you means 
Whether cur Flunkeit, or whelp Skean, , 
Ao-Engliih or an Icilh hound $ 
Qr t' other puppy, that was dro\i'n'd{ . 

• See the ''State Triak," VoL Vl^ 
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Or Mafon, that abandon'd Wtch ;- 
Then pray be free, and tell mc which^ry 
For every (lander- by was marking 
That all ihic noiie they made ^^t& barking, r. 
. Tott pay them well ; the Vfi^i have got 
Their dogs-heads in a pprf idg« pot ; 
And 'twas but juft; for wife men fay. 
That every dog, mufi hana bis day. 
Dog Walpole laid a c^art of wg on 't, , 
He 'd either make abogw degon'ti 
And look'd, (ince he has.gplhis wifli, , 
As if he had tbrwuM down aJi/b, . 
Yet this I dare foretel-you from k,\ 
He *11 foon return to bis own vomit* ^ 

Whig. Bc(idi:s» this horrid plot was fovn4^^ 
By Neynoe, after he was 4riOwn'<L. 

Tory. Why then the proverb is not rights y 
Since you can teach dead dogs to. bite. 

Whig. I prov'd my propo(kion full.: 
But Jacobites, are fkrangely duU. 
Kow let me tell you plainly, Sir, 
Our witnefs is a real cury 
A xlog of fpirit for 'bis years. 
Has twice two legs, ,two.hang^ng eani 
His name is HarUquin^ I wor> 
And that 's a name in every plot : 
Refolv'd to fave the Britifli nation. 
Though French by^birth and educations . 
His correfpondence plainly dated' 
Wtt all decy^her'd and tranfioHd t 
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His anfwers were exceeding pntiy . . 

tBefore the fecret wife oomonittee^ 

Confeft as plain m ho could bark t 

Then with his fore-foot fet hit mitri^ 

ToRYi Then all thi« while have I^bpca bobbH 

I thought it was a dog in doubkt t 

The matter now no longer fticks ; 

Por flatefmen never want dog^iricis. 

But fince it was a real cur, 

And not a dog in metaphor^ 

I give you joy of the report. 

That he 's to have a place ac court. 

Whig. Yes, and a place he will grow rid)4i| 

A turn-fpit in the royal kitchen. 
:Sir, to be plain, I tell you what, 
"We had occafion for a plot : 
. And, when, we found the dog begin 'it, 
We guefs'd the bifhop's foot was in it. 

Tory. I own, it was a dangerous pcoje^^ 
And you have pFOv'd it by dog^Ugkk^ 
ISure fuch intelligence between. 
A dog and biihop ne'er was feen. 
Till you began to change the breed ; 
Tour bifhops all are dogs indeed'! 
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STELLA AT WOOD-PARK, 
A Houfe of Chari.es Ford, £iq ; near Dubljk. 

' <* — CuicUmquc nocere volebat, 
" Veftimenta dabat pretiofa." 

T^ON CarloSy in a merry fpight, 
- -"^ Did Stella to his houie invite : 

He entertained her half a year 

With generous wines and-cofUy chear. 
' Don Carlos made her chief dire£^or, 

"That Ihe might o'er the fervants heftor. 
•'In half a week the dame grew nice^ 

Got all things at the higheft price : 
' Kow at the table-head (he fixsp 

Prefented with the niceft bits : 

She ]ook'd4>n partridges with fcom. 

Except the3r tafted of the corn : 

A haunch of venifon made her fweac^ 

Unlcfs it had the ti^t/umette, 

Don Carlos earneflly would beg. 

Dear madam, try this pigeon's leg ; 

Was happy, when he could, prevail 
' To make her only touch a quail. 

Through candle-light flie view'd the wine. 

To fee that every glafs was fine. 
.At lad, .grown prouder than the devil 

•With feeding high and treatment civil. 

Vol. I. T T^sk 
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Don Carlos now l)cgan to find 

His malice work as he defign'd. 

The wiotcr-lky began to frown ; - 

Poor Stella muft pack off to town : 

From purling ftfeams and fountains bubbling^ 

To Liffy's ftinking tide at'Dublin : 

From wholcfome exercife and air. 

To foiling in an eify chair : 

From ftomach (harp, and hearty feeding. 

To piddle like a lady breeding : 

From ruling there the houfhold fingly. 

To be directed here by Dingley * : 

From every day a lonHy banquet. 

To half a joint, and God be thanked s 

From every meal Pontack in plenty. 

To half a ^ int one day in twenty : 

From Ford attending at her call^ 

To vifits of — — — 

From Ford, who thinks of nothing meai^ 

To ihe poor doings of the Dean : 

From growing richer with good cheafj 

To running-out by ftarving here. 

But now arrives the difmal day 3 
She muft rcturn-to Ormond Qjjay f . 
The coachman (Ic^pt ; ihe look'd, and fwore 
The rafcal had midook the door : 
At coming in, you faw iier ftoop ; 
The entry brufliM againft her hoop : 

* The conflant companion of Stella. 
t Where the two ladies lodged. 
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"^ach moment rifing in her airs, 
' She curft the narrow, winding (lairs : 
Began a thoufand faults to fpy; 
The ceiling hardly fix feet high 5 
The fmutty wainfcot full of cracks ; 
And half the chairs with broken backs :• 
Her quarter *8 out at Lady-day; 
She vows fhe will no longer ftay 
In lodgings like a poor Grizette, 
While there are lodgings to be let. 

Howe'er, to keep her fpirits up, 
She fcnt for company to fap : 
When all the while you might remark, 
45he ftrove-in vaifrto ape Wood-park. 
Two bottles cirlPd for (half her ftorej 
The cupboard'could contain but four) : 
A fupperwonhy of herfblf, ^ 

Five nothings in five plates of 4Sf^ 

Thus for a week the farce went oiv; 
When, all her country-favings gone, ^ 

She fell into her-formcr fcene. 
Small beer, a herring, and the Dean* 

Thus far in jell ; though now, 1 fear. 
You thiiik my fjetling too fevere j 
But poets, when a hint is new, 
'Regard not whether falfe car true : 
' Yet raillery gixtcs no offence, 
Where truth has not tlie leaft pretence } 
Nor can be more fecurely plac'd 
•TJun on a nyo^h of Stella's talle. 

T % VtknjSl 
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I onift oonfefs, voar vine aad viitk 
I was nx> hard upon alitck: 
Tour table neat, ^cor liacn fine ; 
And, tboagh in mimacare, joq &iiie : 
Tct, when you 6gh to leare Wood-poik, 
The fcese, the wekomc, and die fpuk. 
To languiih in dus odious totniy 
And pull your haogfaty ftofnadi down ; 
We tliak you quite miilake the cafe. 
The rirtue lies not in die place : 
For, dwugh ray raillery were true, 
A cottage is Wood-paH| with you. 

COPY OF THE BIRTHDAY VERS 
ON MR- FORD. 

f^ O M E, be content, fince out it maft^ 
^^ For Stella has betray'd her truft ; 
Andy wkifpenng, charg'd me not to fay 
That Mr. Ford was bom to-day ; 
Or, if at lafll needs muft blab it. 
According to my ufual habit. 
She bid me, with a feriout face, 
Be fure couceal the time and place ) 
And not my compliment to fpoil. 
By calling this your nadve ibils 
Or vex the ladies, when they knew 
That you arc turning forty-twos 
But, if thefe topicks (hall appear 
Strong arguments to keep you here, 

Idii 
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[ think, though you judge hardly of it, 
3ood- manners muft give place to profit. 

The nymphs with whom you firfl beg» 
Axe each become a harridan j 
fVnd Montague fo far decayed, 
Her lovers now muft all be paid ; 
And (Every belle that iince arofe 
Elas her contemporary beaux. 
STour former comrades, once fo bright. 
With whom you toafted half the night, 
Df rheumatifm and pox complain, 
And bid adieu to dear champaign. 
JTour great proteftors, once in power, 
Arc now in exile or The Tower. 
STour foes triumphant o'er the laws, 
IVho hate your perfon and your caufe, 
[f once they get you on the fpot, 
STou muft be guilty of the plot : 
Por, true or falfe, they '11 ne'er enquire, 
But ufe you ten times worfe than Prior *• 

In London ! what would you do there ? 
Tan you, my friend, with patience bear 
[Nay, would it not your paftion raife 
Worfe than a pun, or Irifli phrafe?) 
To fee a fcoundrel ftrut and he£i:or, 
A foot-boy to fome rogue direftor, 
To look on vice triumphant round. 
And virtue trampled on the ground ? 

♦ The celebrated poet, 

T % OU«^^ 
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Obfen'c wberc.bloody ♦ « ♦ ♦ ♦ ftands 
With torturing engines in his hands, 
Hear Ijim blafphemc, apd fwcar, %nd rail,.. 
Threatening tlic pillory and jail : 
If this you think a pleafing fcene. 
To London flrait return again ; 
Where, you have told us. from experience,^ 
Are fwarms of bugs and prcibj'terians. 

I thought my very fpleen would burft^ 
When Fortune hither drove me firft ; 
Was full as hard to plcafe as you, 
Kor perfons names nor places knew : 
But now I a£l as other folk, 
Like piifoncrs when their jail is broke. 

If you have London ftill at heart. 
We '11 make a fmall one here by art ; 
The difference is not much between 
St. James's- Park and Stephen*s-Grecn ; 
And Dawfon-ftreet will ferve as well 
To lead you thither as Pall^Mall; 
Nor want a paflagc through the palace. 
To choque your fight, and raife your malice t 
The Deanry-houfe may well be match'dj 
Under corre£lion, with the Thatcht*. 
Nor Ihall I, when you hither come, 
Demand a crown a quart for flum. . 
Then, for a middle-aged charmer, 
Stella may vye with your Montlrcrmcr ; 

* A famous tavern in St. Jamcs's-flrect. 

Sh 
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She 's now as handfcme every bit. 

And has a choufand times her wit. 

The Dean and Sheridani 1 hope, 

Will half fupply a Gay and Pope. 

Cwrbet *, though yet I know his worth not, - 

No doubt, will prove a good Arbuthrtot. 

I throw into the bargain Tim ; 

Ift London can you equal him > 

What think you of my favourite clan, 

Robin ti and Jack i and Jack' and" Dan ; 

Fellows of modeft worth and parts. 

With chearful looks and honeft hearts ? 

Can you on Dublin look with fcorn ? 
Yet here were you and Ormond born. 

Oh ! were but you and I fo wife. 
To fee with Robert G rattan's eyes I " 
Robin adores that fpot of earth, 
That literal fy^ot whicligave him birth j 
And f wears, " Belcamp J is, to his taflc, 
** As fine as Hamptonrcourt at Icaft.** 
Wk^ to your friends you would enhance 
The praifc of Italy or France, 
For granchrur, elegance, and wit, 
We gladly hear you, and fubmit : 
But then, to come and keep a clutter. 
For this or that fide of a gutter, 

* Dr. Corbet, afterwards dean of St. Patrick'St 
t R. and J. Grattan, and J. and D. Jackfon. 
J In Fingall, about five mi]f> from Dublin. 

T 4 t% 
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To lire in this or t* other ifk. 
We cannot think it wonh your while s 
For, take it kic«ilj or amifs 
The diffeience but amounts to this. 
We biuy on our iide the channel 
In linen ; and on your's in flannel *• 
You for the ae^'s arc ne'er to feek j 
While we, perhaps, may wait a week : 
You happy folks are fure to meet 
An hundred whores in ever}* ftrect ; 
While we may trace all Dublin o'er 
Before we find out half a fcoie. 

You fee my arguments are ftrong; 
I wonder you held out fo long : 
Buty iince you are convinced at lad. 
We '11 pardon you for what is paib 
So — let us now for whift prepare j . 
Twilve-pcncc a corner, if you dare, . 



JOAN CUDGELS NED. lyzy. 

JOAN cudgels Ned, yet Ned *s a bully ; 
Will cudgels Befs, yet Will 's a cuUy. . 
Die Ned and Befs j g^ve Will to Joan, 
She dares not fay her life 's her own. 
Die Joan and Will; give Befs to Ned, . 
And every day Ihe combs bis bead. 

• The law for burying in woolen w;is extendc 
Ireland in 1733. 
■ J A QJJ I 
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A QJJ IBB LING ELEGT^ 
ON JUDGE BOAT.. 1723. 

rO mournful ditties^ Clio, change tliy note. 
Since cruel fate hzth funk our juftice Boat. 
Why ihould hc//r*, where nothing feem*d to prefer 
lis /aJittg little, and his balUtfl lefs ? 
Vq/i in the fumvei of this iempeftuous world, 
\t length, his anchor fixt and canvas furl'd. 
To Lazy-hill * retiring from his court, 
At his Ring*s-end * hey^ttff^ifrj in the /or/. 
With ivaUrf filFd, he could no longer Jloat, 
The common death of many a fbronger boat, . 

A poft fo 611'd on nature*s laws entrenches : 
Benchii on hoatj are plac'd, not boats on bfncbesd 
And yet our Boat (how fhall I reconcile it ?) 
Was both a Beat, and in one fenfe a pflct. 
With every nviuJ he /air J, and well could tack t 
Had rmny pendents, but abhorr'd a JackX* 
H^-'s gone, although his friends began to hope^.. 
That he might yet be lifted by a rope. 

Behold the awful bench, on which he fat ! 
He was as hardznd ponderous luood as that: ■ 
Yet, when his /and was out, we find at lad, , 
That death has overfit him with a blaft, 

• Two villages near the fea. 

+ It was faid he died of a dropfy. . 

X^ A .cant wotd for a Jacobite. 
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Our Boat is now fail d to the Stygian ferry, 

There to fupply old Charon's leaky wherry : 

Charon in him will ferry fouls to hell j 

A trade our 5^^/ ♦ hath pra6lis*d here fo well: 

And Cerberus hath ready in bis paws 

Both pitch and hrtrnftone, to fill up his^ovx. 

Yet, fpite of death and fate, I here .maintain 

We may place Boat in his old foft again. 

The way is thus i and .well deferves your thanks : 

Take the three ftrongeft of his broken pUinks,- 

Fix them on high, confpicuous to be feen, 

Formed like the triple-tree near Stephen's-green fj 

And, when we view it thus with tliief at end on 't. 

We '11 cry J look, here 's our Bfltf/,and there 's the/»^]iinl#> 

THE. E P I TAP H.^ 

H E'R E lies judge Boat within a coffin } 
Pray, gentle-folks, forbear your fcoffing. 
A Beat a judge ! yes j where 's the blunder } 
A 'wooden judge is no fuch wonder. 
And in his robes, you muft agree. 
No Boat was better deckt than he. 
'Tis needlcfs to defcribe him fuller i . 
In iliorr, he was an Me /culler. 

♦ In condemning malcfaftors, as a judge. 
f Where the Dublin gallows (lands. 
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RETHOX* THE GREAT. 1723., 

Tj^ ROM Venus born, thy beauty ihows 5 
^ But who thy father, no man knows ; . 
Nor can the Ikilful herald trace 
The founder of thy ancient race j 
\^''hcther.thy temper, full of fire, , 
Difcovers Vulcan for thy fire. 
The god who, made.. Scam andcr boil. 
And round his margin fing'd the foil 
(From whence, philofophers. agree, 
An equal power dcfcends to thee) ; 
Whether from dreadful Mars you claim 
The high defcent from whence you came. 
And, as a proof, (hew numerous fears 
By fierce encounters made in wars, 
Thofe honourable wounds you bore 
From head to foot, and alUfefore,^ 
And ftill the bloody field frequent. 
Familiar in each leader's teixt ; 
Or whether, as the learn'd contend, . 
You from the neighbouring Gaul defccndj- 
Or from Parihenope tlie proud. 
Where numberleiis thy votaries croud { 
Whether thy great forefathers came 
From realms that bear Vcfputio's name 
(For (o conjefturers would obtrude j. 
And from thy painted &in conclude) ; 

* Tills name is plainly an Marram. 
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Whether, as Epicurus fhows. 

The world from juilling (ec^s arofe,^ 

Which y mingling with prolific fbife. 

In chaos, kindled into life : 

So your pTodu6tion was the fame. 

And from contending atoms came. 

Thy fair indulgent mother crown'd 
Thy head with fparkling rubies round r 
Beneath thy decent fleps the road 
Is all with precious jewels flrow'd. 
The bird of Pallas knows his poft. 
Thee to attend, where'er thou gocft. 

Byzantians boail, that on the clod 
Where once their Sultan's horfe hath troJ, 
Grows neitlitr grafs, nor ihrub, not tree t 
The fame thy fubjefts boaft of thee*. 

The greateft lord, when you appear. 
Will deign your livery to wear. 
In all the various colours feen 
Of red and yellow, blue and green. 

With half a word, when you rec^uire. 
The man of bufincfs muft retire. 

The haughty minider of ftatc 
With trembling muil thy leifure waitj 
And, while his fate is in thy hands. 
The bufmefs of the nation fUnds. 

Thou dar'A the greateft prince attack^ 
Canft hourly fet him on the rack ; 
And, as an inftancc of thy power, 
Inclofe him in t wooden tower. 



PETHOX THE GREAT.: xt^ 

'Ith pungent pains on every fide : 
» Re, ulus in torments dy'd. 
Froih thee our youtli all vtrtues learny 
angers with prudence to difcern ; 
jid well thy icholars are endued 
/^ith tempecance, and with fonitude; 
iTith patience, which all ills fuppojts; j 

^nd fecrefy^ the art of courts. 
The glicterii^ beau could hardly tdl, 
(Without your aid, xo ipead or {pell $ 
ut, having long convcrsM with you, 
[nows how to write a btilet-doux. 

With what delight, mcthinks, I trace 
''our blood in every noble race ! 
a whom thy features, fhape, and mien, 
Lre to the life diftin£Uy fecn 1 
^he Britons, once a favage kind, 
ty yon were br^htcn* d and re€n'd, . 
)efcendaAts to the barbarous Huns, 
Vitli limbs robuijk, and voice thatifhuM t 
lut you have moulded them afreik, 
lemov'd the tough fuperfluous fleik^. 
Taught them to modulate their tongues, 
ln4 fpeak without the help of lungs* 

Proteus on you be(l«w'd the boon 
To change your vifage like the moon f > 
if ou fometimes half a face produce, 
Cecp t' other half for private .ufe. 

How fara*d thy condu6l in the fight- 
Wixh Hermes, fon of Pleias biigbit ! 
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Oot'Coaibcr^d, hilf cocomrafi'd fucoi. 
You ftrorc for crtry isch ef groozid j 
Then, by a fol-iitfiv rtoca:, 
Retir'd to your ioiptml iiat. 
Tlic victor, wbea yoor ftqjs lie m^d. 
Found ail the rttlms before him^nAe: 
You^ o'er the high tnumphal arch 
Pontific, made yotir •glomus maorh; 
The wondiouf arcb behind you fctl. 
And left a cbafoi profound as hell : 
You, in your capitol fccur'dy 
A fxge as long as Troy endarM. 

MARY THE COOK-MAID'S 
LETTER TO DR. SHERIDAN. 171s. 

TTTE L L, if CTcr I hw fuch another man fiiice nij 
^ '^ mother bound my head ! 
You a gentkmanl marry come op! Iwoiider where 

you were bred. 
J 'm fure fuch wovds do not become a man of your cloth; 
I would not give fuch' language to a dc^, faidi and troth. 
Yciy you caird my mafteraknarei-fie, Mr. Sheridan! 

*tis a fbame 
For a parfon, w1k> ihodld know better things^ to come 

out with fuoh a name. 
Knave in your teeth, Mr. Sheridan! ^ds both aihaiiie 

and a fin s 
And the Dean my «ia{ler is an honeflq: man ^an yiou 
' and all your kin : 

He 
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c has more goodncfs in his little finger, than you have 

in your whole body t 
Ly roafter is a parfonable man, and not a fpindle-ihank'd- 

hoddy-xloddy. 
nd now. Whereby I find you would fain make an 

.excufe, 
ecaufc my mafter one day, in anger, call'd you goofe | 
i^hich, and I am iure i have been his fervant four 

years fince 061ober, 
^d he never call'd me worfc than fweet«heart, drunk 

or fobcr : 
ot that I know his reverence was evar concernM to 

my knowledge, 
"hough you and your come-rogues keep him out fo late 

in your .college, 
ou fay you will eat grafs on his grave : a chnilian eat 

grafs i 
(^hereby you now confcfs youiielf to -be a goofe or an 

afs: 
Ut that 's as much as to fay, that my mi^br ihould die 

before ye; 
Veil, well, that *s as God pleafes; and I don't believe 

.thaft '^ a true (lory : 
ind fo fay I told you fo, and you may %o tell my 

mailer ; what care I ? 
Uid I don't care who knows it ; 'tis all one to Mary, 
^very body knows that I love to tell truth, and Ihame 

the devil i 
'» am but a poor fervant; but I tliink gentlefolks Ihould 

be civil. 
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BdideSy you found fault with oor n^huls one fliy^ 

you was here ; 
I rememljer it was on a Tuefday of all days in the year. 
And Saunders the man fays you ace always jtffing lal 

mocking: 
Mary, faid he, (one day as 1 was mendiBg aiy mffio^ 

flocking;) . # 

My mafter is fo fond of that |u&fier diat keeps the 

fchool — 
I thought my xnafter a wife maiiy hot tkat man mikfll 

him a fool. 
Saunders, faid I, f would rather than a quart of ale 
He would come into our kitchen« and I ^would j^ i 

diih-clout to his taiL 
And now I mud go, and get Saunders to diieft tbii 

• letter ; 
For I write but a fad (crawl ; hut my iifler Maiget, ibc 

writes better. 
Well, but I muft run and make the "bed, 'beibre my 

mailer comes from prayers ; 
And fee now, it flrikes ten, and I hear him conung ap 

flairs^ 
Whereof I could fay more to your yerfin, if I cooUi 

write written hand : 
And fo I remain, id a civil way, your fervaiit to cfom- 

nandf 

MARY. 
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A NEW-YE AR'S-GIFT 
FOR BEC* 1723 4. 

E T U fl N I N G Janus now prepares. 



For Bee, a new fupply of cares, 

' Sent in a bag to Do6lor Swift, 

Who thus difpkys the New-ycar's-gifc 
Firft, this large parcel brings you tiding* 
« Of our.good Dean's eternal chidings 5 
^ Of Nelly *s-pertnef$, Robin's leafings, 

And Sheridan^s perpetual teazing^ 
. This box is cramm'd on every fide 
' With Stella's magiilerial pride, 
. Behold a cage widi fparrows fill'd, 
: Firft to be fondled, then l)e kill'd. 
■ Now to this hamper I invite you, 

With fix imagined cares to fright you. . 

• Here in this ^bundle Janus fends 

• Concerns by thoufahds for your friendsr: 
And here 's a pair of leathern pokes, 

. To hold your cares'' for other folks. * • 

I- Here from this barrel you may broach 
- A peck of troubles for a coach. 

This ball of wax youi: cars will darken, 
' Still to be curious, ne,ver hearken. 
-Left you the town may have lef« trouble in. 

Bring all your Qjulfca'st cares to Dublin, 

• For which he fends this empty fack ; 
And fo take kll upon your back, 

* Mrs. Dingley, Stella's friend and companion. 
'*f A country-houfe of Dr. Sheridan. 
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DING LEY AND BRENT*. 

A S O N G. 

To the tune of, ** Ye Commons and Peers,* 

"r\ IN G LEY arid Brent, 

"*^ Wherever they went. 
Ne'er minded a word that was fpoken:; 

Whatever was faid, 

They ne*er troubled their head. 
But laugh'd at< their own (illy joking. 

Should Solomon wife 

In majefty rife. 
And fhew them his wit andhis leaming:| 

Thjey never would hear, 

But turn the deaf, ear. 
As a matter they had no concern in* 

You tell a good jeft. 

And pleafe all the reft ; 
Comes Dingley, and aiks you, What was it-^ 

And, curious to know. 

Away Ihe will go 
To feek an old rag in the clofet. 

♦ Dr. Swift's houferkecpt r,. 

TO 



TO STELLA. r723-4, 
ritten on the Day of her Birth, but not on 
the Subject, when I was fick in Bed. 

T*ORrMENTED with incclraa^paill^ 
-*• Can I dcvifc poetic ftrains ? 
fime was, when I could yearly pay 
^y verfe on Stella^s native day : 
Sut now, unable grown to wnte, 
grieve flic ever faw the light. 
Jngrateful ! fincc to her I owe 
That I thefe pains can undergo. 
»he tends me, like an humble ilave; 
Vnd, when indecently I rave, 
^hen out Tny'brutilh pailions break, 
A^ith gall in every word^I fpaak, 
»he, with foft fpeech, my anguifli chears, 
)r melts my pailions down with tears : 
Although 'tis- eafy to defcry 
the wants afTiAance more than I; 
ifet feems to feel my pains alone^ 
Vnd is a Stoic in her own. 
iVhen, among fchokrs, can we find 
»o foft, and yet fo firm a mind ? 
\.ll accidents of life confpice 
To raife up Stella's virtue higher; 
)r elfe to introduce the reft 
A^hich had been latent on Jier breaft. 
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Her firmnefs who could e'er have knowDt 
Had (he not evils of her own ? 
Her kindnefs who could ever guefs. 
Had not her friends been in diftrefs ?' -^ 
Whatever bafe returns you find 
From me, dear Stella, ftill be kind. 
In your own heart you *11 reap rlic fruit. 
Though I continue ftill a brute. 
But, when I once am out of pain, 
I promifc to he good again : 
Meantime, your other jufter friends 
Shall for my follies make amends : 
So may we long continue thus, 
Admiring you, you pitying us. 

ON Dreams. 

AN IMITATION OF PETRONIUS. 

^< Somnia quae mentes ludunt volitantibus umbri8,**&c 

'T^IIOSE dreams, that on the filcnt night intrude, 
-*■ And with falft flitting ihades our minds delude, 
Jove never fends us downward from the fldcs 5 
Nor can they from infernal manfions rife 5 
But are all mere.produ£]tioDS of the brain. 
And fools confult iritcrprcten in vain. 

For, when in bed we reft our weary limbs. 
The mind unburden*d fport;? in various whims ; 
The bufy head with mimic art runs o*er 
The fcencs and adtions of tlic day before. 
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ON PR BAM 9. ayj 

The drowfy tyrant, by his minions ledy 
TTp regal rage devotes fome patriot's head. 
^IVith eqtial terrors, not with equal guilt, 
"The murderer breams of all the blood he fpilt. 
The foldier fmiling hears the widow's cries, 
-And ftabs the fon before the mother's eyes. 
With like remorfe his brother of the trade. 
The butcher, fells the lanib beneath his blade* 

The ilatefman raJkes the town to find a plot. 
And dreams of forfeitures by treafon got. 
Nor lefs Tomrtr-id-i^an^ of true ftatefman mold, 
CoHefts the ,city filth in fearch of gold. 

Orphans around his bed xja^ls^y/ytr fees. 
And takes the pUint^'s and ^e^nd^nt's fees. 
His fellow pick-purfe, watching for a job, 
Fancies his finger *s in the cully's fob. 

The kind phyfician grants the hufband's prayers. 
Or giffii relief to long-cxpe6bing lieirs. 
The ileeping hangman ties the fatal noofe. 
Nor unfuccdsful waits for dead mens ihoes. 

The grave divine, with knotty points perplcxt. 
As if he was awake, nods o'er his text : 
"While the fly mountebank attends his trade. 
Harangues the rabble, and is better paid. 

The hireling, fqnator of modem days 
Bedaubs the guilty great with naufeous prdife r 
And piek the fifavenger with equal. grace 
Flirts from his caxt the mud in * * * * * 's face, 

U3 WHIT- 
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W H I T S H E D*S * M a T T 
ON HIS CO AG Hi 1^714. 

TlBERtAS it natalefolum i 

Fine words! I wonder where you dole 'em. 
Could nothing but thy chief reproach 
Serve for a motto on thy coach } 
Bur let me now the words tranflate : 
Natalijolumy my efVate ; 
My dear eftate, how well I love it f ' 
My tenants, if you doubt, wiir prove ic 
They fwear 1 am fo kind and good, 
I hug them, till I f^^ueeze their 4)bodi 

Libertas bears a large import .- 
Firft, how to fwagger in a court; 
• And,.fccondly, to ihew my fury. 
Againft an un-complying jury j ® 

And, thirdly, 'tis a new invention, 
To favour Wood, and keep my penfion ; 
Atnd, fourthly, 'tis to play an odd tricky. 
Get the great feal, and turn out Bioderick<; 
Andj fifthly, (you know whom I mean). 
To humble that vexatious Dean ; 
And, fixthly, for my foul, to barter it 
For fifty times its worth to Carteret f. 

♦ The chief juftice who profecuted the Drapier. 
f Lord lieutenant of IrehuKl; 

Nowj 
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Now, lincc your motto thus you cohftruc, 
I muft confcfs you *ve fpokcn once true. 
Libertas et natalefilum s 
You had good reafon, when you ftolc 'cm. 

Sent by Dr. D EL A NY to Dr. S W I F T, 

In order to be admitted to fpeak to him, 

when he was deaf, 1724. 

TAEAR fir, I think 'tis doubly hard, 

"*^ Your cars and doors ihould both be barr'd. 

Can any thing be more unkind ? 

Muft I not fee, 'caufe you are blind ? 

Methinks a friend at night fhould cheer jtou, 

A friend that loves to fee and hear you. 

Why am I robb'd of that delight, 

When you can be no lofer by 't ? 

Naf^ when 'tis plain (for what is plainer ?)' 

That, if you heard, you 'd be no gainer } 

For furc you are not yet to lcam,f 

That hearing is not your concern. 

Then be your doors no longer barr'd t 

Your bufinefs, fir, is to be heard. 

THE A N S W E R.. 

npHE wife pretend to make it clear, 
-■■ Tis no great lofs to lofe an ear. 
Why are we then fo fond of two. 
When by experience one would do } ■ 
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'Tis truc^ fay they, cut off the head. 
And there *s an end ; the man h dead ; 
Becaufe, among all human race. 
None e*er was known to have a brace : 
3ut confidently they mamtain> 
That where we find the members tw^ni, , 
The lofs of one is no fuch trouble. 
Since t'other will in ftrength be double, . 
The limb furviving, you may fwear. 
Becomes Kis brother's lawful heir : 
Thus, for a trial, let me beg of 
Your reverence but to cut one leg offj . 
And you (hall find, by this device 
The other will be ftronger twice j ^ 
For every day you fhall be gaining 
New vigour to the leg remaming. 
So, v^hen an eye has loft its brother, , 
You 'fee ttie better with the other. | 

Cut off your hand, and you may do 
With t'other hand the work of two : 
Becaufe the fdul her power coritraSs,^ 
And on the brothel h*^mb re-aSfs, 

But yet the point is not fo clear Ih 
Another cafe,^ the fenfe of hearing : 
For, though the place of either ear 
Be diftant, as one head can ])ear; 
Yet Galen moft acutely fhews you, 
(Confult his book de partium ufu) 
That from each ear, as he obfcrves, . 
There creep two auditory nerves, ■ 
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Kot to be feeri WitKout a ^Uft, '"'..'.'' 

Which near the dsplrdfufk pi(h f 
Thence to the necfe j aiia ittbviffg \.hMw^hitb 
One goes to this, arid biie to t'other eir; 
Which made my gir'and-dame aWafys fluff Itfrears-^ 
Both right and left, as fellovv-rufrerbi-S. ' 
You fee my learning j t>at, to fli^Aen it, . 
When my left ear was deaf 'a fojrteight:,;.* " 
To t'other ear I felt It coming qn :; 
And thus I ioTve this hafJl ^i^wji^^^il- ' ^'• 
'Tis true, a glafs will bring fuppCfefe " "' 
To weak, or old, or clouded eyes : 
Your arms, thougli lk)th your ey^s ^ite iBftii"* 
Would guar4 your hofe againflr a pbft : 
Without your leg?, t\v6 legs of wood 
Are ftrongcr and almoft as goo^ : 
AHi as for hands, tli'efe liavc been 'i)i6k 
"WlUlwahtihg both, have us'd their 'toCs**^' 
But no cbntriVance yet appears 
To furnilh artificial ears. . 

A< QUIET LIFE AND A GOOD NAME^ 

Td a Friend who rti^a^ricd a Shiie^. i7«^, < 

■^TELL fcoldcd in fo ibud a^in, 
-*-^ That Will durft hardly venture in : ; 
He markt the conjugal difpute j 
Nell roar'd inceflant, Dick fat muttj 

* There havcbfe^ inftanccs-bf n-ihahE^ Wrkl% wit& 
lis foot. 
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Buty when he faw his friend appear, 
Cry*d bravely* Patience, good my dear I 
At fight of Will, ihe bawPd no more. 
But hurry *d, out, and clapt the door. 

Why Dick r the devil's in thy Nell, 
(Quoth Will) thy houfc is worfe than hell'; 
Why what a peal the jade has rung ! 
D — n W^ why don't you flit her tongue ? 
Foi notfcng elfe will make it ceafe. 
Dear WiUj. I fufFer this for peace : 
I never quarrel- with my wife j 
I bear it for a quiet life. 
Scripture, you know, exhorts us to it 5 
Bids us xxy/eek peaccy and enfue iu 

Will Wjcnt again to vifit Drck ; 
And entering in the very nick. 
He faw- virago Nell belabour, ^ 

With Dick/s own flatf, his peaceful neig 
Poor Will, who needs muft interpofe. 
Received a brace or two of blows* 

But now, to make my flory fh'orr. 
Will drew out Dick to take a quart. 
Why, Dick, thy wife has dcvilifli whims ; • 
Od94)uds 1 why don't you. break her limbs? 
If (he were mine, and had fuch tricks, 
I *d teach her how to handle (licks : 
Z— ds ! ' I would fhip her to Jamaica, 
Or truck the carrion for tobacco t 
I 'd fend her far enough away— 
Pear Willi but what would people fay ? 

Lo 



A QPIET LIKE AND A GOOD NAME. 19l9 

Lord ! I (hould get fo ill a name, 

The neighbours round. would cry out ihame* 

Dick fufFer*d for his peace and credit j • * • • • 
Bur who believ'd him, when he faid it ^ ' 
Can he, who makes himfelf a ilave, 
Confult his peace, or credit fave ? 
Dick found it by his 111 fuccefsy. ' - 

His quiet fmall, his credit Icfs* 
She ferv'dhim at the ufuatratc f. 
She flunn'd, and then ihe broke, hit patcr- 
And, what he thought the hardeft cafe, . 
The parifh jeer'd him to his face j . 
Thofe men, who wore. die breeches leafl» '/ 
GalPd him a cuckold^ fooU and bead. 
At home he was purfued with noife j 
Abroad was pcftcr'd by the boy8:» 
Within, his wife would break his bones^^ 
Without^ they pelted him with ftooes : 
Th^^renticcs procured a riduig % 
To a£i'his patience^ and her chiding. 

Falfe patience and miflaken pride 1 
There are ten thoufand Dicks befide j 
Slaves to their quiet and good name. 
Are us'd like Dick, and bear the blame. 

♦ A well-known humourous cavalcade, in ridicule of 
t fcolding wife and hen-pecked huiband. 
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TKtE BIRTH OF MANLY VIRTtJL 

Infcribed to Lord Carteret, lyt^.: 

^ Gratlor & pulcbro veniens in corpore Virtus.^ Trti 

/^NC£ on atime, a dghteovs Sagf^^ 
^^ Gricv'd at die vices of the agc^ 
Applied to Jove wkh fervent prayjcc s 

** O Jove, if -Vtscue be folfair 
^ As it 4MR 4ib(mk*4 m tformer days 
« By Plato and'4>y SocMtes, 
** Whofe >b6Wii^e6 imotsal eyes jefcape^ 
^ Only fet Minant df oucwacd ikape } 
*< Make tken n% veal excelience, 
** For once, the'cheme of luunanffenie ;, 
** So fliall'ehe 'Cye, by fbrm.confin'd, 
** Dire£^ tfnd'ftxtthe naoderiog mLod ; 
** And kmg-deliMied mortals foe 
^ With rapture what dwy us*d to flee." 

Jove grants die- prayer, gives 'Virtue innty 
And bids htm bleis and- mend the.earth« 
Behold him blooming fitfli: and fair, 
^ow made— -ye gods— a fo&.and heir t 
An heir ; and, fbranger yet to hear, 
IPLtk Yic\Tr an orphan of a peer ; 
But prodigies are wrought, to prove 
Nothing impoilible to Jove. 

Virtue was for this fex defign'd 
' In mild reproof to woman-kind ^ 
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In manly form tolct iton fiaie^ 
The lovelinsfs of toodHky, . 
The thouAiAd decetwies tkn: Aoat 
With IciTcn'd luftse iti thdronni i 
Which few had leaiti'd-enomgli to priaa^ . 
And fome thougfait modifii to defpiie. 

To make his mericmoredhceni^dy 
He goes to- fchool--lic reiUs-— is letm'd i 
RaisM high, above his btrthy bykBowledgn, 
He fhines diftinguifli'd iii ia college 5 
Refolv'd nor honour, nor eftate, = ' 

Himfelf alone ihould mike him great* 
Here fdon for every art itno^Fii'dy 
His influence is diffiis'd «rouf»l s 
Th' mferior youth, to learning led^ 
Xefs to be fam*d than to be fed, 
3ehold the glory he has won, 
Jlnd blufli to Tee themfelres chitdone ; 
And now, inflam'd with rival rage, 
In fcicntific ftrifc engage, 
•Engage ; and, in the glorious fhife^ « 

The arts new-kindle into life. 

Here would our Hero ever dwell, 
Fix'd in a lonely learned cell; 
Contented to be truly great. 
In Virtue's beft-belov*d retreat; 
Contented he — ^but Fate ordains, 
He now (hall (hine in nobler fcenes 
(RaisM high, like fome celelHal fire. 
To fhine tlic more, iHlirifing hightrj ; 
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Di(h:efs of nations calls him l^nce^ 

Permitted Xo .^y: Providei^c/s j 

For models^ ^^^^ ^^ ^^.^j^ our kind. 

To no one cliipae i)io,uld .l^e coi>£n'd ; 

And Manly Viwe, jike jbc {\f^. 

His courfe of glorious toils Should run; 

Alike diffufing in his ,^ghc 

Congenial joy, and life, apd light. 

Pale Envy fickens, prror flies. 

And Difcord in liis 'prcfence cUes j 

Oppredion -hides with guilty dread. 

And Merit rears her drooling head ; 

The artsn^vivc, tjic^valljes (ing. 

And winter fp^ps into ipring : 

The wondering world, ^hefe'cr.he moves^ 

"With new delight Ipoics up and .loves; 

One fex cosCttnting tp j^lnoire, 

l^or lefs the other xo dfi^re ; 

"Wliilft he, though fcatfidpn-a tfu;Qi?«,. 

Confines his love tp one alone ; 

The reft condema.!d, .^wtji ^ivf 1 voice 

Jlepining, do appUvi^l hi$ chpicp. 

Fame now reports, the jyeflcm fflc 
Is made his maniionifor a while, 
Whofe anxious nati^s night apd day 
:( Happy beneath his i[igl)tcou%^^fway) ■ 
Weary the gods with ceafejcfs. pjrayeft 
'To blcfs him, and tp keep bim ph^xm 
,.And claim it .as a dcbtyfrofm jfatc, 
Too lately foi^nda to lofe him late. 

3 ■ ' ' * "'" VEl^ 
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TBRSES on the UPRIGHT JUDGE, 
> condemned the DR A PIER'S PRINTER. 

npHE church I. hate, and have good reafon; 
-^ For there roy grandfire cut his weazand : 
He cut his weazand at the altar ; 
[ keep my gullet for the halter. 

ON THE 5AM E. 

TN church your.grandiire cut his throat : 
*• To do the job, too long he tarry *d : 
He (hould have had my hearty vote. 
To cut his throat before he marry 'd. 



I 



ON THE SAME. 

(The Judge fpeaks.) 

*M not the grandfon of that afs * Quin j 
Nor can you prove it, Mr. Pafquin. 
My grand-dame had gallants by twenties. 
And bore my mother by a 'prentice, 
rhis when my grthdiire knew, they tell us he 
[n Chiift-Church cut his throat for jealoufy. 
A.nd, fince the alderman was mad you fay, 
rhen I mufl be fo too» ex tradua^ 

* An filderman 
Vol, I. X 1?.\\>\i\.^S, 
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RIDDLES, 

BY DR. SWIFT AND HIS FRIEN 
Written in or about the Year 1724. 
I. On a Pen. 
TN youth exalted high in air, 
•*■ Or bathing in the waters fair, 
Nature to form me took delight. 
And clad my body all in white. 
My perfon tall, and (lender waift. 
On either fide with fringes grac'd ; 
Till me that tyrant man efpy'd, 
And dragg'd me from my modieii's (ide : 
No wonder now I look fo thin j 
The tyrant ftript me to the fkin : 
My ikin he flay'd, my hair he cropt; 
At head and foot my body lopt : 
And then, vmth heart more hard than ftone, 
He pick'd my marrow from the bone. 
To vex me more, he took a freak 
To flit my tongue, and make me fpeak : 
But, that wluch wonderful appears, 
I fpeak to eyes, and not to ears* 
He oft' employs me in di%uife, 
And makes me tell a thoufand lies : 
To me he chicEy gives in truft 
To j>leafe his jnalice pr his luft. 
From me no fecret he can lude 1 
I fee his vaxuty and pride t 
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Jlnd my delight is to expc^e 
Ks follies to his £veateft foes. 

AH languages I can ooaiman^^ 
'TTtt not a word I underftond. 
^Without my aid, the bed divine 
Xn learning would not know a line : 
TThe lawyer mud forget his pleading j 
""Xliefcholar could not ftew his reading* 

Nay ; man my mailer is my (lave : 
^ give command to kill or favc, 
^an grant ten thoufand pounds a year, 
<^nd make a beggar's brat a peer. 

But, while I thus my life relate, 
-^ only haflen on my fate, 
^y tongue is black, my mouth is furr'd, 
"Ql hardly now can force a word. 
^ die unpitied and forgot, 
-And on fome dunghill left to rot. 

IL On Gold* 

A LL-ruling tyrant of the earth, 
^^^ To vileft ilaves I owe my binh. 
-How is the greateft monarch blefl. 
When in my gawdy livery dreft ! 
No haughty nymph has power to run 
^rom me } or my embraces fhun. 
Stabb'd to the heart, condemned to flame, 
My conftancy is ftill the fame. 
The favourite meflenger of Jove, 
AndLemnian Gody confuhing ftw^Tt 
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To make me glorious to the fight 
Of mortals, and the Gods delight* 
Soon would their altars' flame expire* 
If I refus'd to lend them iire. 

III. 

T> Y fate exalted bigb in pkcc, 
•'^ Lo, here I ftand with double fac0\ 
Superior none on earth I find ; 
But fee bekiu me all mankind. 
Yet, as it oft* attends the great, 
I almofl^ff^ wit<h my own tveigbt. 
At every motion undertook, 
The vulgar all confult my look. 
I fometimes give advice in *writing^ 
But never of my own inditing. 

I am a courtier in my way; 
For thofe who rais'd mc, I betray \ 
And fome give out, that I entice 
To luft, and luxury, and dice; 
Who puniflimcnts on me infli6l, 
Becaufe they find their pockets pickt. 

By riding poft^ I lofe my health ; 
And only to get others wealth. 

IV. On the Posteriors. 

T>E CAUSE I am by nature blindf 
■*-^ 1 wiftly chufe to walk behind i 
However* to avoid difgrace, 
J let no crcatutc SxitMK^ /acj. 
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^jnjoords are few, but fpoke vnthfemfr; 
-And yet my fj^eaiirig gives offtnce : 
Or, if to 'wbifper I prcfume, 
The company will fly the rodm. 
By all the world -I am* offpreft ; 
-And my appreffion gi<^es them refi. 

Through me; though fore againft my will, 
IwftruSors every art inftih 
By thoufand^ I amy^/e/and hought, 
Who neither *get nor lofc a groat j 
7or none, alas ! hy me can gain. 
But thofe who give me greateft pain. 
Shall man prefume to be my mailer, 
Who's but my caterer and t aft erf 
Yet, though I always have nvy will, 
I 'm but a meet depender flill : 
An humble hanger-on at bell ; 
Of whom all people mixke ajeft^- 

In me detraftors fcek to find 
Two vices of a ditftrent kind : 
I *m too profufe, fome cenfurers cry, 
And all I get, I let it fly t 
While others give me many a curfe, 
Becaufe too clofe I hold my purfe. 
But this I know, in either cafe 
They dare not charge me to rAyface, 
*Tis true indeed,* fometimes Ifave^ 
Sometimes run out of all I have j 
But, when the year is at an end. 
Computing wliat I get Tm^Jpend^ 

X 3 ^\'^ 
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I cannot find I lefe or win ; 
And therefore all that know me fay». 
I juiUy keep the muLife wugf. 
1 *m always by my betters led ; 
I \iSkgtt upy and firft a-bid; 
Though, if I rife b^e my time. 
The lcam*d in fciences fublimc 
Confult the flars, and dience fbrctcT 
Coffd luck to tliofe with whom I dwell. 

V, On a Horn, 

'T'H E joy of man, the pride of brutes^ 
-*• Domcftic fubjcft for difputes. 
Of plenty thou the emblem feir, 
Adom*d by nymphs with all their care !' 
I faw thee raisM to high renown, 
Supporting half the Britiih crown ; 
And often have I feen thee grace 
The chafte Diana's infant face ; 
And whenfoe'er you pleafe to fhine, 
Lefs ufeful is her light than dtine : 
Thy numerous finger* know their way,^ 
And oft' in Celiacs tcefTes play. 

To place thee in another view, 
I '11 ihew the world fbrao^ dnngtind tane 
What lords and ctMnes of high degree 
May juflly claim their binh from thee. 
The foul of man with fpleen you vex : 
Of fpleen you cure the female fe:s« 



Thee foi a gift the tdUrtiar fcrOi 
With pleli^ t» his f{iedal ftieibdt s 
He gives, and, wt&Ja'^<rcmi»]>Hde» 
Contrives all ineiA<B!th« ^ft (to hiik t 
Nor oft' can the idttii^cf kM>W, 
Whether he has thb gif^ or no. 
On airy wings .^Oti'takft your flighty 
And fiy unfeen bod& <iay and n^ht; 
Conceal your forAi widi vaiiotU tricks; 
And few know ko^ or 'where you fix : 
Yet fome, yi/ht^ neV beftow'd thee^ boiiA 
That they t» others give thee moft. 
Mean time, the v^fe a ^ueftiou ilar^ 
If thou a real being art; . 
Or but a creature of thd brain,. 
That gives imaginary paiHt h 
But thp ft/ giver better knows theei 
Who feels, true joys whi^ he bellows thefik 

YI.. ODaCoRKSCS£W» 

^ HOUGH I, alas I a prifoiier b^, 
•*■ My trade is prifoners- to fct frcei 
Ko flave his lord^s commands obeys 
With fuch ittfinnating ways. 
My genius /i^rWA^, fiarp, and bright^ 
Wherein tlie men of wic delight. 
The clergy keep me for their eafe, 
And turn and nmnd me as they pleafii«. 
A new and wondrous art I ihow 
Of raifing fpirits from below; 

X 4 IW 



InfcarUt fome, abd'foidc innMiet 
They rife, walk iOjand» yet. never frightr 
la tt each tftoutb th» Jj^kks p8f^» 
Diflin£tly feeo as dirough a glafs : r 
O'er bead and boify make a routy* 
And drive at lad iil/ecrets out "r 
And dill, the more I fhow niy art,- 
The more they o^eu ivetyigart, 

A greater chemift none than I, 
Who from materials bard land dry 
Have taught men to^xtra^ vrith fkiUr 
More precious juice than from a ftilL . 

Although I 'm often otf/ of^afif 
I 'm not afliamM to Ihovfmyface. 
Though at the tabks of- the great 
I near the fide-board tak« my feat j 
Yet the plain 'fqiiire, when dinner *8 donr^^ 
Is never plcas'd till I make one : . 
He kindly bids me near him (land $ 
And often takes me by the band: 

I twice a day a bunting' go ; 
Nor ever f^l to Jeize my foe ; 
And, when I have him by the fnltr 
I drag him upwards from his bole \ 
Though fome are of fo flubborn kind ^ 
I 'm forced to leave a Umh behind. 

I hourly wait fome fatal end ; 
For I can breaks but fcorn to be^. 



VII. 
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VIL 

The GuLPH of all Human Possessions* 

/^0M£ hithbr, and behold the fruits, 
^^ Vain man I of all thy vain purfuits. 
Take wife advice, and look bebMf 
Bring all pafi a6tions to thy mind. 
Here you may fee, as in a glaCs, 
How foon all human pleafures pBf8«>< 
How will it mortify thy pride. 
To turn the true impartial fide I 
How will70ur eyes contain their tears, 
When all the- fad rtvtrfi appears ! 

Tliis cave within, its womb confines 
The laft refult of ali defigns : • 
Here lie depofited the fpoils 
Of bufy mortals', endlefs toils : 
Here, with an eafy fearch, we findv 
TheytfW corruptions of mankind. 
The wretched purchafe here behold 
Of traitors, who their country fold. 

This guiphinfatiable imbibes 
The lawyer's fees, tlie flatefman*s bribes. - 
Here, in their proper ihape and mien. 
Frauds perjury, and guilt, are feen. 

Neceflity, the tyrant's law. 
All human race mud hither draw \ 
All prompted by the fame defire^ 
The vigorous youths and aged fire. 

Behold, 
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Behold, the coward and the brave. 
The haughty prince, the humble flave^ 
Fhyficlan, lawyer, and divine. 
All make oblations at this Ihrine. 
Some enter boldly, feme by ilealth,. 
And leave behind their fhiitlels wealths 
For, while the bi^hful fylvaa maidy 
As half aiham'4, 4md half afraid. 
Approaching finds it hard to part 
With that which dwelt fo near bet h$gfpy 
The courtly dame, unmov*d by fcar^ 
Profufely pours her offerings here* 

A treafure here of iearmiag lurks^ - 
Huge heaps of nevev^-dying workt r 
Labours of many an aneient fage. 
And millions of the prefent age. 

In at this gulph all offerings pafs^ 
And lie an undiflinguiihM mais, 
Deucalion, to leftore mankind. 
Was bid to throw the ftones Miitd;. 
So thofe who here their gifts eonye^r 
Are forced to Mk another *sv^ ; 
For few, a chofen few, muft know 
The myfieries that lie below. 

Sad charnel^houfe f a difmal dome. 
For which all mortals leave thelc home t 
The young, the beautiful, aitd In^ve^ 
Here bury'd ia one common grave I 
Where each fupply of itead renews 
Unwholefome ite^^ qfenfi^ve^e^ivsi ' 



And 
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And lo ! the vnithtg on t^e <UMifl> 
Points out where each new viSim falls | 
The food qfwirms an4 beafts ob(c<nje» 
Who round the vault lujcuriant reiga. 

See where tfaoTe mangled corpfes Ufy. 
€ondemn*d bf female hands to die 1 
A comely dame, once clad in whit^ 
Lies there coniign'd to cndlefs night ; 
By cruel hgnds her blood was fpilt^ 
And yet her tveakk was all her guilt. 

And here fix virgins in a tomb, 
All-beauteou6 offspring of one womb. 
Oft* in the train of Venus feen> 
As fair and lovely as their queen : 
In royal garments each was drefl^ 
Each with a gold and purple veft ; 
I faw them of their garments fbipc. 
Their throat* were cut, their bellies ript,. 
^wuice were they bury'd, tnmce were bomjk. 
Tow/Vf from their fepulchrcs were torn ; 
But now difmembcr^d here are caft. 
And find a. reiling-place at laft. 

Here oft' rfie curious traveler finds 
The combac of ^ppfing winds :. 
And feeks to learn tlie ftcret caufe,. 
Which alien feems from nature's laws y 
Why at this cave's tremendous moutby 
He feels at once both north znd/cutk: 
Whether the winds, in caverns pent. 
Through f/«^/ oppugnant fQtfcc a vejit ^ 
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Or whether, apgmng all bisflores^ 
Fierce i£olus in tempeft roars. 

Yet, from this mingUd mafs of things, ^ 
In time a new creation fprings. 
Thefe crud€ materials once (hall rife 
To fill the earth, and air, and ikies i- 
In various forms appear again, 
Of vegetables, brutes, and men. 
So Jove pronouncM among the godsj . 
Olympus trembling as he nodsr 

vm. 

LOUISA"^ to STREPHO^i 

A H ! Strephon, .how can you dcfpife 
•^^ Her, who without thy pity dies ? 
To Strephon I have Hill been true. 
And of as noble ,blood as you { 
Fair ifTue of the genial bed, 
A virgin in thy bofom bred ; 
Embraced thee clofer than a wife ; 
When thee I leave, I leave my life* 
Why ihould my ihepherd take amifs. 
That oft' I wake thee with a kifs \ 
Yet you of every kifs complain j 
Ah 1 is not love a pleafing pain ? 
A pain which every happy night 
You cure with eafe and with delight ; 

♦ This Riddle is folvcd by an Anagram, 

Wi 
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'With pleafure, as the poet fmgs, 
Too great for mortals l^fs than kings. 

Cloe, when on thy bread I lie, 
Obferves me with revengeful eye : 
If Cloe o*er thy heart prevails, 
She '11 tear me with her defperate nails 5 
And with relendefs hands deAroy 
The tender pledges of our joy. 
'Nor have I bred a fpurious race ; 
They all were born from thy embrace. . ' 

Confider, Strephon, what you do.; 
For, ihould I die for love of you, 
'I '11 haunt thy dreams, a bloodlefs ghofls 
And all my kin (a numerous hoft. 
Who dovrn dirc£t our lineage bring 
From vi£iors o'er the Memphian king^ 
Renown'd in iieges and campaigns, 
Who never fled the bloody plains, 
Who in tempef^uous feas can fport. 
And fcorn the pleafures of a court, 
'From whom great Sylla found his doom. 
Who fcourg'd to death that fcourge of Rome) 
. Shall on thee take a vengeance dire ; 
Thou, like Alcides, (halt expire. 
When his envenom'd Ihin he wore. 
And ikin and flefh in pieces tore. 
Nor lefs that fhirt, my rivaVs gift, 
Cut from the piece that made her Ihlft, 
•Shall in thy deareft biood be dy*d. 
And make thee tear thy tainted hide 
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IX. 

T\EPRIV'D ^root, and branch, and rind, 

-*-^ Yet flowers I bear of every kind ; 

And fuel is my prolific power, 

They bloom in lefs than half an hour ; 

Yet ftandei5-by may plainly fee 

They get no nourifliment from me. 

My head with ^ddinefs goes rounds 

And yet 3 firmly (land my ground : 

All over naked I am feen, 

And painted Hke an Indian queen. 

Ko couple-beggar in the land 

E'er joinM fuch numbers hand in hand { 

I join thefti feirly with a rimg ; 

Kor can our paHbh blame the thing : 

And, though no marriage words are ipoke, 

They part not till the ring k broke; 

"Vet hypocrite fahaticks cry, 

1 'm but ^h idol rais'd on high : 

And once a weaver in oar town, 

A damn'd Ch)mwellian, knocks me dbwn. 

J lay a prifoner twenty y>ears. 

And then the jovial cavaliers 

To their old poft reftor'd all three, 

I mean the church, the king, and me. 



X 
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X. On the Moo^r• 

T WITH borrowM filver fhinc, 
•*• What you feels none of mine. 
Firft I fliew you but a quarter, 
Like the bow that guards the Tartar; 
Then the half, and then the whole, 
Ever dancing round the pole. 
And, what will raife your admiration^ 
I am not one of God's creation, 
But fprung (and I this truth maintain)* 
Like Pallas from my father's brain. 
And, after aH, I chiefly owe 
My beauty to the ihades bdbnr. 
Moft wondrous forms you Uc.vat wear^ 
A man, a woman, lion, bear, 
A fifli, a fowl, a cloud, t £eld» 
All figures heaven or earth qin yield » 
Like Daphne femetimes in a tree : 
Yet am not one ai all you ifee^ 

XL On a Cifticu:« 

T 'M up and down, and round about, 
** Yet all the world can't find me out. 
Though hundndi have employ^ their leiftse, 
They never yet could find my mieafuro. 
I 'm found almofl in everj^ garden. 
Nay in the compafs of a farthing. 
There 's neither chariot, coach, nor mill. 
Can move sui inch except I w'lIL , 

^- -XXL. <i 
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XII. On Ikk. 
T AM jet-black, as you may fee, 
■*• The fon of pitch, and gloomy night : 
' Yet all that know me- will agree, 
I 'm dead except Hive in light. 

Sometimes in panegyrick high, 

Like lofty Pindar, I can foar ; 
And raife a virgin to the (ky. 

Or (ink her to a pocky whore. 
My blood this day is very fweet. 

To-morrow of a bitter juice ; 
. Like milk, 'tis cry'd about the ftreet. 

And fo apply'd to different ufe. 

Mod wondrous is my magic power : 
For with one. colour I can paint; 

I '11 make the devil a faint this hour. 
Next make a devil of a faint. 

Through diftant regions . I can fly. 
Provide me but with paper wings ; 

And fairly ihew a reafon, why 
There fhould be quarrels among kings. 

And, after. aU, you '11 think it odd. 
When learned doctors will difpute, ' 

That I ihould p^int the word of God, 
And ihew where they can beil: confute. 

. Let lawyers bawl and ftrwn their throats : 
'Tis I that muft the lands convey, 

. And ilrip the clients to their coats ; 
Nay, give thcit itrj (owiU away, 
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XIII. On the Five SE^fses« 

A LL of us in lone you ^'11 find, 
"^^ Brethren of a wondrous kind; 
Yet -among us all no brother 
Knows one tittle of the other ; 
Wc in frequent councils are, 
And our marks bf things declare. 
Where, to us unknown, a clerk 
Sits, and takesthem in the dark* 
He *s the regiller of all 
In our ken, both great and fmall ; 
By us forms his laws and rules. 
He 's our mafter ; we his tools ; 
Yet we can with greateft eafe 
Turn and wind him where w& pleafe. 

One of us alone can deep. 
Yet no watch the- reft will keep. 
But the moment that he clofes. 
Every brother clfe repofes. 

If wine *s bought, or vi£^uals dre^, 
One enjoys them for the reft. 

Pierce us all with wounding fteel. 
One for all of us will fedl. 

Though ten thoufand cannons roar. 
Add to them ten thoufand more. 
Yet but one of us is found 
Who regards the dreadful found. 

Do what is riot fit to tell^ 
There ^s but one of us can fmell; 

Vol. I. Y TLW.^C^^^ 
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XIV. 

FONTINELLA TO FLORINDl. 

TXT H E N on my bofom thy blight eyes, 
^ ^ Florinda, dart their heavenly beam$| 
I feel not the leaft love-furprizc. 

Yet endlefs tears flow down in ffaseamsf 
There 's nought fo beautiful in thee. 
But you may find the fame in me. 

The lilies of thy ikin compare ; 

In me you fee them full as white. 
The rofes of your cheeks, I dare •• 

Affirm, can't glow to more delight. 
Then, iince I ihew as fine a face. 
Can you refixfe a foft embrace? 

Ah ! lovely nymph, thou "rt in thy prime ! 

And fo am I whilft thou art herej 
But foon will come the fatal time, 

When all we fee Ihall difappcar* 
'Tis mine to make a jufl reflexion. 
And yours to follow my dire£Uon. 

Then catch admirers while you, may,i 
Treat not your lovers wiith difdaiA ; 

For time -with beauty flies away. 
And there is no return again. 

To you the fad account I brings 

life's autumn has no fi^con^ fpring. 
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XV. On an Echo* 
J EVE 8. fleeping, ^M\\ awakx, 
^ Pleailng m^ft wheninoft I (peak; 
lie delight of old and yowag, 
Kougti I ipeak without a tongue, 
aught but one thing can cpafound me, 
!any voices joining round me; 
hen I fret, and rave, au^d gabble, 
ke-the labourers of mbet 
3W-I am a dog, ofcow^ 
::an bark, or I can low, 
:an bleat, or I can fine, 
ke the warblers of thefpring* 
:t the love-fick bard complain, 
id I mourn the cruel pain ; 
it the happy 'fwain rejoice, 
ad I join my helping voice ; 
)th are welcome, grief or jo}^ 
mth either fport aiid toy. 
hough a lady, I am flout, 
rums and trumpets brin^ me out-t 
ben I claih, and rbaiy an^ rattle, 
in in all the din of battle. 
ve, with all his loudefi: thxinder, 
Tien I 'm vext^ can't keep me under t 
2t fo tender is my ear, 
bat the loweft voice I fear-; 
uch I dread the courtier -s fate, 
'hen his merit *s out of date, 
►r I hate a filent breath, 
nd a whifperis my death. 
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XVI. On a Shadow in a Glass. 

T^ Y fomcthing form'd, I nothing am, 
"•^ Yet every thing that you can name j 
In no place have I ever been. 
Yet every where I may be feen ; 
In all things falft, yet always true, 
I *m ftill the fame — but ever new. 
Lifclcfs, life's perfeft form I wear, 
Can ihew a nofe, eye, tongue, or ear. 
Yet neither fmell, fee, tafte, or hear. 
All (hapes and features I can boaft. 
No flefli, no bones, no blood -— no ghoil : 
All colours, without paint, put on, 
And change like the cameleon. 
Swiftly I come, and enter there. 
Where not a chink lets in the air ; 
Like thought, I 'm in a moment gone. 
Nor can I ever be alone ; 
All things un earth I imitate, 
Fafter than nature can create ; 
Sometimes imperial robes I wear, 
Anon in beggafs rags appear ; 
A giant now, and flrait an elf, 
I *m cver^ one, but ne'er myfelf ; 
Ne*cr fad I mourn, ne'er glad rejoice, 
I move my lips, but want a voice j 
I ne'er was bom,' nor e'er can die, 
Then prytlice tell me what am I. 
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XVII. 

r O S T things by me do rife and fall, 
'- And as I pleafc they 're great and fxnall;' 
dini; foes, without refinance, 
h eafe I make to keep their diflance i 
in, as 1 *m difpos'd, the fbc 
I come, though not a foot they go. 
I mountains, woods, and hills, and rocks,- 
gaming goats, and fleecy flocks, 
lowing lierds, and piping fwains, 
e dancing to me o'er the plains, 
grcateft whale that fwims the fea 
; inftantly my power obey.- 
ain from me the failor flies, - 
quickeft Ihip I can furprize, 
turn it as I have a mind, 
move it againft tide and wind. 
, bring me here tlie tailed man,, 
fqueeze him to a little fpan; 
ring a tender child and phant, 
Ml fee me ftrcrch him to a giant; 
fhall they in the lead complain, 
ufe my magick gives no pain. 

XVIII. OnTiME. ^ 

/E R eating, never cloving, 
Alldcvouiing, alldeftroying, 
r finding full repaft, 
I eat the world at lafl. 

Y 3 TwVK.. CiT^ 
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XIX. On the Gallows. 
^T^HERE is a gate, wc know full well, 
^ That ilands 'twizt heaven, and earthy, and. 
Where many for a pa0age venture,. 
Yet very few are fond t»enter ; * 

Although 'tis open night and day^ 
They for that reafon fhun this way : 
Both dukes and lords abhor its wood. 
They can't come near it for their bloodi. 
What other way they take to go» 
Another time I *11 let you know. 
Yet commoners wth greateft eafe 
Can find an entrance when they pleafe- 
The pooreil hither march iii flate 
(Or they can never pafs the gate). 
Like Roman generals triumphant, 
And then they take a turn and jump on t.. 
If gravefl: parfons here advance. 
They cannot pafs before they dance; 
There 's not a foul that docs rcfort here^ 
But flrips himfelf to pay the porter. 

XX. On the Vowels, 

TTTE are little airy creaturesy 
^ ^ All of different voice and features^ 
One of us in glafs is fet, 
One of us you *11 find in jet, 
T* other you may fee in tin, 
And the fourth a box within, 
If the fifth you ihould purfuei^ 
Jt can never fiy from you.. 
^ 3 ^^^- 
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XXI. On Snow. 

.OM heaven I fall, though from earth I £eg^ 

)fo lady alive can ihew fuch a ikin. 

bright as an angel^ and light as a feather, 

leanry and dark, when you fqueeze me together* 

igh candour and truth in my afpe£fc I bear, 

aany poor creatures I help to enfhare. 

Igh fo much of Heaven appears in my make» 

Fouleft impreflions I ealily take. 

>arent and I produce one another, 

mother the daughter, the daughter the mother. 

XXIL On a Cannon. 

GOTTEN, and born, and dying with noifef. 
The terror of women, and pleafure of boys, 
the fiction of poets concerning the wind, 
dxiefly unruly when ilrongeil confin'd. 
Iver and gold f don't trouble my head, 
11 1 delight in is pieces of lead ; 
>t when I trade with a (hip or a town, 
then I make pieces of iron go down. 
>roperty more I would have you remark, 
dy was ever more fond of a fpark ; 
noment I get one, my foul 's all a-fire, 
[ roar out my joy, and in tranfpoit expire, 

Y 4 XXUL Qk 
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XXin. On a Pair of Dice. . 

TXTE are little brethren t\vaii^ 

Arbiters of lofs and gain, 
Many to our counters run. 
Some are made, and fome undone : 
But men find it to their coft, 
Few are made, but numbers lo(V. 
Though we play them tricks for ever. 
Yet they always hope our favour. 

XXIV. On a Can DLL 
TO LADY CARTERET: 

/^ F all inhabitants on earth, 

^^ To Man alone I owe ray birth, > 

And yet the Cow, the Sheep, the Bee, . 

Are all my parents more than he : 

I, a virtue, flrange and rare, 

Make the faireft look more f^ir; 

And myfelf, which yet is rarer. 

Growing old, grow flill the fairer. 

Like fots, alone I *m dull enough. 

When dos'd with fmoak, and fmear'd with fm 

But, in the midft of mixtli and wine, 

I with double luflre fhine. 

Emblem of the Fair am F, 

Polifh'd neck, and radiant eye j 

In my eye my greateft grace, • 

Emblem of the Cyclops* race ; 

Metals I like them fubdue, 

Shve like them to VuVtwi xoq* 

4 ^^ 
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Smblem of a monarch old. 
Wife, and glorious to behold ; 
Wailed he appcan,. and pale,. 
Watching for the public weal r 
Emblem of the bafliful dame. 
That in fecret feeds her flame. 
Often aiding to impart 
All the fecrets of her heart : 
Various is my bulk and hue, 
Big like Befs, and fmall like Sue ; 
Now brown and burnrih'd like a nut. 
At other times a very flut ; 
Often fair, and fbft, and tender. 
Taper, tall, and fmooth, and {lender; 
Like Flora deckM with faireft flowers,. 
Like Pho^us, guardian of the hours : 
But, whatever be my drefs,. 
Greater be my fize or lefs. 
Swelling be my ihape or {mall, . 
Like thyfelf- 1 ihine in all. 
Clouded if my face is feen^ 
My complexion wan and green, . 
Languid like a love-fick maid, . 
Steel affords mc prefcnt aid. 
Soon or late, my date is done. 
As my thread of life is fpun ) 
Yrt to cut the fatal thread 
Oft' revives my drooping head : 
Yet I pcrifli in my prime. 
Seldom by the death of timei 
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Die like lovers as they gaze^ 

Die for thofe I live to pleafe ; 

Pine unpitied to my urn. 

Nor wtrm the fair fbr whom I born i 

Unpiticd» ui^aracntBd too. 

Die like all that look <m yon» 

XrV. TO LADY CARTERET. 
BY DR. DELANY. 

T REACH all things near me, and far off to boo^ 
''' Without flretching a finger, or {lining a Iboc, 
I take them all in (oo, to add to your wonder. 
Though many and various, and large and afundcr. 
Without Joflling or crowding they pafs fide by fide. 
Through a wonderful wicket, not half an inch wide: 
Then I lodge them at eafc in a very large ftore. 
Of no breadth or length, with a thoufand things more* 
All this I can do without witchcraft or charm, 
Th^gh fometimes, they fay, I bewitch and do harm; 
Though cold, I inflame ;^ and thougl> quiet, invirie; 
And nothing can ihicld from my fpell but a iluKle* 
A duef that has robb'd you, or done you difgcaee^ 
In magical mirrour I 11 fhew you his face : 
Nay, if you '11 believe what the poets have faid^ 
They '11 tell you I kill, and can call back tJK dea& 
Like conjurers fafe in my circle I dwell, 
I love to look black tooy it heightens my fpell ; 
Though my magick is mighty in every hue^ 
Who fee all my power muil fee it in You. 
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ANSWKIt£D BY DR. SWIFT. 

WITH half an #y# your riddle I fpy. 
^ obfente your wicket hemm'd in by a thicket^. 
And whatever pafTes is ftrauned through glaflfes.- 
^ou fay it is quiet ? I flatly deny it. 
It wanders about, without flirring out ; 
^0 ptilion fo weak but gives it a tweaks 
Xovcy joy, and devotion, fet it always in mocioiu- 
And as fbr the tragic effe6ts of its xna^ck 
Which you fay it can kill, or revive at its will,^. 
The dead are all found, and revive above ground. 
After all you have writ, it cannot be wit ; 
Which plainly does follow, iince it flies from ApoUot. 
Its cowardice fuch| it cries at a touch, 
Tis a perfe£^ milkfop, grows drunk with a drop. 
Another great fault, it cannot bear fait » 
And a hair can difarm it of every charm. 

XXVI. TO LADY GARTERfiT^ 
BY DR. SWIFT. 

T^ROM India's burning clime I 'm biouglu^ 
•*• With cooling gales like Zephyrs fraught*. 
>7ot Iris, when ihe paints the iky, 
Can fhew more different hue than I }• 
Nor can fhc change her form fo fafl^. 
I 'm now a fail, and now a mail. 
I here am red, and there am green, 
A beggar there, and here a queen«. 
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I fometimes live in houfe of hair, 

And oft' in hand of lady fair. 

I pleafe the young, I grace the old. 

And am at once both hot and cold. 

Say what I am then, if you can. 

And find the rhyme, and you 're the man*- 

ANSWERED BT DR. SHERlDAlT. 

YOUR houfe of hair and lady's hand 
At firfl did put me to a (land. 
I have it now — 'tis plain enough — 
Your hairy bufmefs is a muff, I 

Your engine fraught with cooling gales^ 
At once fo like your mads and fails ;. 
And for the rhyme x.oyou We the man^ 
What fits it better than zfan ^ 

A RECEIPT 

To RESTORE STELLA'S Youth. 1724-5. 

'TT^ H E Scottifh hinds, too poor to houfe 
"*■ In frofty nights their liarving cows, 
While not a bladt of grafb or hay 
Appeals from Michaelmas to May, 
Mufl let their, cattle range in vain 
For food along the barren plain. 
Meagre and lank with falling grown. 
And nothing left but ikin and bone ; 

EYL^i'4 
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fixpos'd r.0 want, and wind, and weather. 
They juft keep life and foul together. 
Till furamer-lhowers and evening's dew 
Again' the verdant glebe renew ; 
And, as the vegetables rife, 
The familh'd cow her want fupplies : 
Without an ounce of laft year's flefh ; 
Whate'er (he gains is young and frefli ; 
Grows plump and round, aiid fall of mettle. 
As rifing from Medea's kettle. 
With youth and beauty to inchanc 
Europa's counterfeit gallant. 

Why, Stella, (hould you knit your brow. 
If I compare you to the cow ? 
'Tis juft the cafe j for you have failed 
So long, till all your iieih is waded, 
And mud againft the wanner days 
Be fent to Q)^ilca down to grasx ; 
Where mirth, and exercife, and air. 
Will foon your appetite repair : 
The nutriment will from within. 
Round all your body, plump your #cia $ 
Will agitate the lazy flood. 
And fill your veins with fprightly blood t 
Nor flelh nor blood will be the fame, 
Kor aught of Stella but the name ; 
For what was ever underftood, 
By human kind, but fleih and blood? 
And if your fleih and blood be. new. 
You 'U be no more the former ^o« ; 
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But for t blootniiig nymph will ptf^, 
Juft fifteen^ coming rummer's grafs. 
Your jetty locks ^th gwrlands crown^ : 
Wiule all the 'fqvires hr aiae miles nwttly 
Attended by a brace of curs, 
^Vith jocky booc$ and filver fpurs^ 
Ko lefs than juftices e^ quorum, 
Xheir cow-boys bearing cloaks befbxe 'em^ 
^all leave deciding broken pates, 
tPe klfs your fleps at Quilca gat^s^ 
But, left you flmuld my ikili difgnce^ 
Come back before you 're out of cafet 
rFor if to Michaelmas you iby^ 
The new-born flelh will mdt away;^ 
The 'fquirein fcom will fly the hdufe 
For better game, and locdc for grbufe'i - 
• But. here, before the froft can ma^ ic. 
We 11 make it finxi >with beef aifed dilec; 
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AS, when a beauteous n3;ltiph decays. 
We fay, *fte ^s .pad her dandAg^di^s $ ' 
So poets lofe their feet by time^ 
And can no longer dliilce in rhyme. 
Your annual bard liad rather dhofe 
To celebrate your Wrth in prde : 
yet merry folk*, who want by chiancc 
A pair to make «8r countiyi-dattcrj 

Can 
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^all the old houic-keepcr, md g«t h«r 
To fin a f)lacc, for want of bettex : 
While Sheridan is ofif the liooks, 
And fnend Delany at his books, 
TThat Stella may avoid difgrace. 
Once more the Dean fuppHes their place* 

Beauty and wit, too fad a truth ! 
Have always been confin'd to youth i 
T^c god dF wit and beauty's queen, 
tie twenty-one, and ihe fifteen* I 

Xo poet ever fweetly fung, 
Unlefs he were, like Phcsbus, young | 
Kor ever nymph infpiiM to rhjrme, 
XJnIefsy like Venus, in her prii^c* 
At fifty-fix, if this be true. 
Am I a poet fit for you ? 
Or, at the age of forty-three. 
Are you a fubje^l fit for me ? 
Adieu I bdght wit, and radiant eyest 
You muft be grave, and I be wife. 
Our fate in vain we would oppofe : 
But I 4 be flill your fiiend in profe: 
Sfteem and fiiendlhip to expivfs, 
WfU not require poetic drcfs J 
And, if the Mufe deny her aid 
TV) have them/«i|p, they may \)c/auL 

But, Stella, fay, what evil iongue 
Reports you are ^. longer yopBg,j 
Th9t Time fits, with his fcythe, to xnayti 
Where erft fat Cupid with his bow s 

That 
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That half your locks arc turn'd to grey? 
1 11 ne'er believe a word they fay, 
'Tis true, but let it not be known. 
My eyes are fomewhat dimmifli grown? 
For nature, always in the riglit. 
To your decays adapts my fight § 
And wrinkles undiftinguilh'd pafs. 
For I *in afhamM to ufe a glafs ; 
And till I fee them with thefe eyes^ 
Whoever fays you have them, lies. 

No length of time can make you quit 
Honour and virtue, fenfe and wit t 
Thus you may (till be young to mc, 
While I can better bear i\iznfee. 
Oh, ne*cr may Fortune ihew her fpightf 
To.jnake me deaf^ and mend my /gbtf 

/ ■ 
AN EPIGRAM 
ON WOOD'S BRASS-MONEY. 

^ A R T E R ET was wekom'd to the fiore 
^^ Firft with the brazen cannons roar; 
To meet him next the foldier comesy 
With brazen trumps and brazen drums ; 
Approaching near the town, he hears 
The brazen bells falute his ears t ' 
But, when Wood's brafs began to founds 
GunSy trumpets^ drums, andbclls^ weredrowi 

A SIMI 
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A SIMILE, 
N OUR WANT OF SII.VER: 
the only Way to remedy iu ipS« 

S when of old fome forcerefs threw 

0*er the moon's face a- fable hue, 
Irive unfeen her magic chair, 
lidnight through the darkened air; 
; people, who believM with reafon 
: this eclipfe was out of feafon, 
m'd the moon was fick, and fell 
:ure her by a counter-fpell. 
thoufand cymbals now begiti 
•end the Ikies with brazen din; 
cymbals' rattling founds difpel 
cloud, and drive die hag co helL 

moon, deliver'd from her pain, 

lays htvjihir face again 

:c here, that in the chemic flyk, 

moon \%Jihver all this while). 
» (if (ny fimile you minded, 
ch I confcfs is too long-winded) 
:n late a feminine magician *^, 
d wich a brazen politician, 
os'd, to blind the nation*s eyes, 
irchment f of prodigious iize } 

reat lady was faid to have been bribed by Wood, 
patent for coining half-pence. 



j5» SWIFT'S POEMSi. 

GonccaVd behind that ample fcreen, , 

There was no (ilver to be feen. 

But to this parchment let the Draper 

Oppofe his counter-charm of paper. 

And ring Wood's copper in our cars 

So loud till all the nation hears $ 

That found will make the parchment ihrivelr 

And drive the conjurers to the devil : 

And, when the iky is grown ferene. 

Our filver will appear again. 
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TJ Y long obfcrvation I have underflood, 
•*-^ That two little vermin arc kin to Will Wood. 
The firft is an infeft they call a 'wood-louk. 
That folds up itfelf in itfelf for a houfe. 
As round as a ball, without head, without tail. 
Inclosed cap-a-pe in a ftrong coat of raaiL 
And thus William Wood to my fancy appears 
In fillets of brafs roll'd up to his ears ; 
And over thefe fillets he wifely has thrown. 
To keep out of danger, a doublet of ftonc •• 
The loufe of the ijuooj for a medicine is us'd,. 
Or fwallow'd alive, or fkilfully bruis'd. 
And, let but our mother Hiliernia contrive 
To fwallow Will Wootl either bruis'd or alTvCr 



* He was in gaol for debt. 
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t need be no more with the jaundice poHefti, 
• fick of obftr unions y and pains in htr cbeft. 
The next is an infe6^ we call a ai;#o</-worni^ 
bat lies in old *wood like a hare in her form ; 
'ith teeth or with claws it will bite or will fcratch,. 
nd chambermaids ehriften this worm a death-watch; 
caufe like a watch it always cries click: 
len woe be to thofe in the houfe who arc fick : 
r, as fure as a gun, they will give up the ghoft, 
the maggot cries click when it fcratches the poft. 
It a kettle of fcalding hot water injcdlcd 
fallibly cures the timber affe«5)ed : 
le omen is broken, the danger is over j 
ic maggot will die, and the fick will recover, 
ch a worm was Will Wood, when he fcratch'd at the 
door 
a governing ftatefman or favourite whore : 
\c death of our nation he fcem'd to foretell, 
id the found of his brafs we look foF our knell. 
It now, fmce the Drapier hath heartily mauVd himi 
liink the bed thing w^^can do is to fcald him. 
•r which operation there '% nothing more proper 
\an the liquor he deals in, his own melted copper t 
ilefs, like the Dutch, you ratlier would b<Ml 
lis coiner of rap4 * ^n a cauldron of oil. 
len chufc which you pleafe, and let each bring a faggot^ 
(r our fear 's at an ^nd with the. death of tl^e maggot. 

* CowAterf(U^ half-pence. 
V .-.-.Zi.a ON 
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On wo OD the Iron-mokger. 172^ 

SALMONEUS, as the Grecian tale i$> 
Was a mad copper-fmith of Elis ^ 
Up at his forge by morning- peep^ 
No creature in the lane could flecp ; 
Among a crew of royftering fellows 
Would fit whole evenings at the alehoufc t 
His wife and children wanted bread. 
While he went always drunk to bed. 
This vapouring fcab muft needs devife 
To ape the thunder of the Ikies : I 

With hrafs two fiery fleeds he ihod. 
To make a clattering as they trod. 
Of polifh'd brajs his flaming car 
Like lightning dazzled from afar. 
And yp he mounts into the box, ' 

And he muft thunder, with a pox. 
Then furious he l>egins his march. 
Drives rattling o'er a brazen arch : 
With fquibs and crackers^rm'd, to throw 
Among the trembling croud below. 
All ran to prayers, both priefls and laity. 
To pacify this angry deity : 
When Jove, in pity to the town. 
With real thunder knock'd him down* 
Then what a huge delight were all in. 
To fee the wicked varlet fprawling ; 
They fearch'd his pockets on the place, 
And found his cop^icr all was bafe ; 



ON WOOD THE IRON-MONGER. 34* 

hey laugh'd at fuch an Irifli blunder, 
o take the noife of brafs for thunder. 
The moral of this tale is proper, 
pply'd to Wood's adulter*d copper : 
^hich, as he fcatter'd, we like dolts 
iiftook at firft for thunder-bolts ; 
:fore the Drapicr (hot a letter, 
4or Jove hrnifelf could do it better) 
''hich, lighting on th' impoftor*s crown, 
ike real tlmn^er knock'd him down. 

TILL WOOD'S PETITION 
> THE PEOPLE OF IRELAND; 
7 an excellent New Song, fuppofed to be made 
d fling in the Streets of Dublin, by William 
ooD, Iron-monger and Hidf-penny-monger* 
1725. 

TVTY dear Irifli folks, 

-*-^'*" Come leave off your jokes, 
nd buy up my half-pence fo fine ; 

So fair and fo bright. 

They '11 give you delight 5 
bfcrvc, how they gliften and Ihine ! 

They 11 fell, to my grief. 

As cheap as neck-beef, 
>r counters at cards to your wife j 

And every day 

Your children may play 
pan-farthing, or tofs on the knife, 

Z 3 C^mfc 
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"Come hichcr^ and try ; 
I '11 teach you to buy 
A pot of good ale for a farthing : 
Come ,• three-.pence a fcore, 
I alk you no more. 
And a fig for the Drapier and Hardinge ♦, 

When tradefmen liave gold, 

The thief will be bold. 
By day and by night for to rob him i 

My copper is fuch, 

No robber will touch, 
And fo you may daintily bob liim. 

The little black-guard. 

Who gets very hard 
His half-pence for cleaning your ihocs: 

When his pockets are crammM 

With mine and be d — 'd, 
lie may fwear he has nothing to lofe. 

Here 's half- pence in plenty. 
For one you '11 have twenty. 

Though thoufands are not worth a puddcnt 
Your neighbours will think. 
When your pocket cries chink. 

You arc grown plaguy rich on a fudden. 

You will be my thankers, 

I '11 make you my bankers, 

A? good as Ben Burton or Fade f • 

* The Drapier's printer. 
^ Two famous banfcew- 
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For nothing fliall pafs 
Put my pretty brafs, 
ud then you '11 be all of a. trade. 

I 'm a fon of a whore 

If I have a word more 
o fay in this wretched condition. 

If my coin will not pafs, 

I mud die like an afs ; 
nd fo I conclude my petitioR. 

A NEW SONG 
3N WOOD'S HALF- PENCE. 

u people of Ireland, both country and city. 
Come liften with patience, and hear out my ditty^ 
tis time I 'llchufe.to be wHcr than witty. 

Which nobody can deny. 

Half-pence are coming, the nation's undoing, 
e 's an end of your ploughing, and baking, a&d 
brewing ; 
ort, you muft all go to rack and to ruin. 

mhh, &c. 

high men and low men, and thick men and tall men, 

rich men and poor men, and free men and thrall men, 

fufferj and this man, and that man, and all men. 

micby &c. 

Soldier is niin'd, poor man ! by liis pay ; 
ive pence will prove but a farthing a day, 
neat, or for drinlc ; or he mud run away. 

Z 4 Which, &c. 

When 
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AVhen he pulls out his two pence, the TapAcr liff dDIr 

TKat ten times as much he r-.utl pay for his ibot; 
And thus the poor Soldier rouft foon go to pot. 

Wlict, &c 
If he focs to the Baker, the Baker will huff. 
And tv.cnty pence j.avc for a two-penny i<nf. 
Then, dog, rogue, and raTcal, and fo kick and cuC 

Wbicb^ &c 

Ai^ain, to the market whenever he goes. 
The Butcher and Soldier muft be mortal foes. 
One cuts off an ear, and the other a nofc. 

n^icb, ku 

The Butcher is ftout, and he values no fwagger ; 

A cleaver 's a match any time for a dageer. 

And a l;luc (leeve may give fuch a cufif as may Aagge^ 

tnub, &c. 

Tlie Beggars themftlves will be broke in a trice. 
When thus ihcii- poor farthings are funk in their pricej 
When notlring is left, they muft Hve on their lice. 

iVbicb, &c 

The Sf^uirc poflefs'd of twelve thoufand a year, 

O l^ord ! what a mountain his rents would appear I 

Should he take them, he would not have houfe-rooiD|l 

fear. 

Wb'uby &c 

Tliouph at prefent he lives in a very large houfe, 
Tlicrc would then not be room in it left for a moufe; 
But the Squire 's too wife, he will ttk, take a foufe. 

WbUb, &c 

Tic 
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who comes with his rent in this caih, 
lefe counters, and being fo lafh, 
'd out of doors, both himfelf and his traih« 
Wbicb^ &C. 

ic Icafes that ever we hold, 

' our rent in good filver and gold, 

rafs tokens of fuch a bafe mold. 

Wlicby &c 

' Lawyers all fwcar, they will warrant 
at filvcr and gold can be current ; 
ley will {wear it, we all may be furc on *t. 
JVbicb, &C. 

after all, it would be very flrangc, 
2nt money for bafe in exchange, 
idy fwapping her moles for the mange. 

Wbicby &c. 

king's patent, and there you will find, 
need take them but who has a mind, 
: muft fay that his Majefty *s kind. 

micb, &c^ 

:fs the Drapier who opcn'd our eyes 1 
his book, that the writer is wife : 
the cheat, from the end to the rife. 

mUb^ &C. 

he (hews it a very hard cafe, 

ow Wood, of a ver}* bad race, 

the fine gentry of Ireland take place. 

Wbicb, &c 
That 
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That he and his half-pence Ihould come to weigh dowa 
Our fubjefts fo loyal and true to the crown j 
But I hope, after all, that they will be his own. 

fnUb, &c 

"This book, I do tell you, is writ for your goods, 
And a very^ood book againft Mr. Wood's ; 
If .you ftand true together, he *s left in die fuds. 

Ve (hop-men and trades-men and farmers, go read it, 
Tor I think in my foul at this time that you need it ^ 
Or egad, if you don't, there ^$ an end of your credit. 

ff^bicb nobodj am diti^, 

A SERIOUS POEM 

Upon William Wood, Brafier, Tinker, 

Hardwareman, Coiner, Founder, and Efquirc. 

"TXTHENibes are o'ercome, weprefervc tlicm from 

^ ^ ilaughter. 

To be beiuers of nuoodj and dra^wert of water. 
Now, although to dra'iu nuater is not very good; 
Yet we all fliould rejoice to be benvers ofJFood, 
I own, it has often provok'd me to mutter. 
That a rogue fo obfcure (hould make fuch a clutter : 
But antient Philofophers wifely remark. 
That old rotten Wood will ihinc in the dark. 
The Heathens, we read, had Oods made of Woed^ 
Who could do them no harm, if they did jdiem no goodi 
But this idol Wood may do us great evil ; 
Their Gods were of Wood\ but our Wood is tlie Devil. 
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It down fine /To^^, is a very bad thing; 

yet we all know much geU it will bring. 

, if cutting down If^ood brings money good ftor^ 

noney to k-eep., lee us ryf Joivn one mon, 

w hear an old tale. There anciently ftood 

-get in what church) an image of H^ood, 

srning this image, there went a predid^ion, 

•uld burn a whole^r^ ; nor was it a fi£fcioiu 

s cut into faggots and put to the flame, 

urn an old Friar, one For^ by name. 

ale is a wife one, if well underflood : 

you but the Friar \ and I '11 find the WoodL 

tear, among fclu)lars tliere is a great doubt 

I what kind of tree this Wood was hewn out, 

ue made a good pun by a brogue in \m fpcech ; 

faid, By my Jboul, he's the Jon of a BfiECH. 

call him a Thorn^ the curfe of the nation, 
'horns were defign'd to be from the creation. 
: think him cut out from the poifonous 2Vu; ; 
atb whofe ill ihade no plant ever grew. 
; fay he 's a Birch, a thought very odd ; 
lonc but a dunce would come under his rod, 
[ *11 tell you the fecret ; and pray do not blab e 
> an old flump, cut out of a Crab ; 
England has put this Crah to a hard uie, 
udgel our bones, and for drink give us verjuui ; 
therefore his lAjiineJfes judly may boaft, 

none arc more properly knights of the Ptfi^ 
le'er could endure my talent to fmother : 
J you one ule, and I 'U tell you anothes. 



34f SWIfT*S POEM^ 

A joiner, to faflten a faint in a nitcb, 
Bor*d a lage aug^r-hole in the image's breech. 
But, finding xhtftatue to make no complaint, 
He would ne'er be convinced it was a triu faint. 
When the true Wood arrives, as he foon will, no doulx, 
(For that 's but a fliam Wond they cany about* j) 
What /^ he is made of you quickly may find. 
If you make the fame trial, and bore him behind, 
I '11 hold you a jgroat, when you nvimble his bum^ 
He '11 bellow as loud as the /)^«i;i7 in a drum. 
From me, I declare, you fliall have no denial ; 
And there can be no harm in making a trial : 
And, when to the joy of your hearts he has roar'd. 
You may fhew him about for a new groaning- board. 

Hear one ftory more, and then I will flop. 
I dreamt ff^ood was told he ihould die by a drop: 
"So methought he refolved no liquor to tafte, 
JFor fear thc/r/? drop might as well be his lajf, 
'But dreams are like oracles ; 'tis hard to explain 'em; 
Tor it prov'd that he died of a drop at Kilmainham t- 
I wak'd with delight j and not without hope, 
^ery foon to fee fTood drop down from a rope. 
How he ! and how we, at each other ihould grm ! 
*Tis kindncfs to hold a friend up by. the chin. 
But foft ! fays the Herald ; I cannot agree ; 
For metal on tnetal is falfe Heraldry. 
Why, that may be true ; yet U^ood upon ^ood, 
J '11 maintain with my life, is Heraldry good. 

* He was frequently burnt in efijgy. 

+ Their place of execution. 
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TO DR. SHERIDAN. 

Dec. 14, 1719** 9 at nigHu 
Sir, 
r T is impodible to know by your letter whether the 
*• wine is to be bottled to-morrow, or no. 
[f it be, or be not, why did not you, in plain Englifhy. 

tell us fo ? 
?or tnv part, it was by mere chance I came to fit v^itb, 

the ladies f this night : 
And if they had not told me there was sk letter front 

you ; and your man Alexander haJ not gone, and 

come back from the deanryj and the boy here had 

not been fent to let Alexander know I was here; I 

fliould have milled the letter out-right. 
Truly I don't know who 's bound to be fending for 

corks t9(fli|i:your bottles, with a vengeance. 
Bfakff «p4gp.d£ jour own age, and fend your man 

Alexander to buy corks ; for Saunders already has 

gyHK ftbovcfiorjiuats. * 

Ijrs. Dingley and Mrs. Johnfon fay, truly they don't 

care for your wi£&;s company, though they like your 

wine ; but they had rather have it at their own houfe 

to drink in quiet. 
However, they own it is very civil in Mr. Sheridan to 

jOQake the offer j and they cannot deny it. 

* This is. probably dated too early, 
t Mrs. Dingley and Mrs. Johnfon. 
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I wiih Alexander fafc at St. Catharine's to-night, vnik' 
all mv heart and foul, upon my word and honour: 

But I think it bafe in you to fend a poor fellow out (^ 
late at this time of year, when one would not tun 
out a dog that one valued ; I appeal to your frieoAi 
Mr. Connor 

I would prefent my humble fervice to my lady Mount- 
caihel ; but truly I thought Ihe would bare made a^ 
vanccs to have been acquainted with me, as fte 
pretended. 

But now I can write no more, for you fee plainly my 
paper it ended. 

1 P. S. 

I wi(h, when you prated, your letter you*d dated: 
Much plague it created. I fcolded and rated ; 
My foul is much grated ; for your man I long waiteJ. 
I think you are fated, like a bear to be baited : 
Your man is belated ; the cafe I have (bled ; 
Axid me you have cheated. My (bbltf/s unflated. 
Come back t' us well freighted. '^ 
I remember my late head ; and wiih yo« mnfiaicdy 
For icazing me. 

2 P. S. 
Mrs Dingley defires me fmgly 

Her fervice to prefent you j hopes that will content you^ 

But Johnfon madam is grown a fad dame. 

For want of converfe, and cannot fend one verfe. 

3 P. S. 

You keep fuch a twattling wiih you and your bottling j 
But J fee the fum total, we (hall ne'er have a bottle ; 
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The long and the ihort, we fliall not have a quart. 
wHh you would fign 't, that we have a pint. 
for all your colloguing, I M be glad of a knoggin : 
Jut I doubt 'tis a fham; you won't give us a dram. . 
Tis of fhinc a month moon-full, you won't part witL 

a fpoonfuH^ 
^d I mud be nimble, if I can fill my thimble* 
fou fee I won't (lop, till I come to a drop; 
But I doubt the oraculum is a poor fupernaculum ; 
Though perhaps you tell it for a grace, if we fmell it; 

. Stelca*. 

TO Q^ U I L C A, 

A COUNTRY-HOUSK of Dr. Shbridam^ 
In no very good Repair, 1725. 

T ET nac thy properties explain r 

"'"-' A rotten cabbin dropping rain ; 

Chimnies with fcorn rejt6ling fmoak ; 

Stools, tables, chairs, and bedfteds broke. 

Here elements have loft their ufes, 

Air ripens not, nor earth produces ; 

In vain we make poor Sheelah '* toil) 

Fire wiU not road, nor water boil. 

Through all the valleys, hills, and plains^ , 

The goddefs Want in triumph reigns : 

And her chief officers of Aate,. 

Sloth, Dirt, and Theft, around her watfV 

* The name of aa Irtih ibnraau 
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TTic Plagces of a Couxtet-Li 

A companion with news ; a great want of fli 
£at 1 -an meat, or chufe ; a jchurch wichour ] 
Our lidifes iit^rav ; no ^raw, oats, or hay; 
Decern ixrr in May ; our boys ni:i away ; all 

DR. SHRRIOAN TO DR, S^ 

T *D liavc you to knov, as fure as you *rc E 
-*■ Oil Tliurfday my calk o\ Obricn I '11 drai 
If my wif'-' IS not willing, 1 fa. Die S a quca 
An^l my right to the cellar, egad, I '11 inaint 
As bravely as any rha: fought at Duoblain : 
Go lell her it over a:.d over again. 
I hope, as I ride to tbe town, it won't rain ; 
For, fhould it, 1 fear it will cool my hot br 
Entirely extinguifli my poetic vein ; 
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; vtrfes y&a fem; on &e botding your wine 
jre, in every one's judgement, -exceedingly fincj 
ttft oonftl^fs, as a dean and divine, 
'ou'infpir'd by the A^fes all nine, 
sxamin'd them «very line, 
worfl of them all like a barn-door did fhine. 
Jove^vould give me'fuch a talent as thine ! 
:lany or Dan I would fcorn to combine, 
hey have many a wicked deiign ; 
re Satan his due, Dan begins to reiine. 
, I with, honeft comrade of mine, 
lid really on Thurfday leave St. Catharine *, 
hear you are cranam'd every day like a fwine j 
: you 'il no more have a fVomach to dine, 
• your vittles lie fleeping fupine : 
I you were toothlefs, like lord Maflcrine. 
e you as wicked as lewd Aredne, 
•u would tell me which way you incline, 
you return, your road you don't line, 
fday I '11 pay my refpe£ls at your ihrine, 
r you bend, wherever you twine^ 
, or in oppofite circle, or trine. 
f will on Thurfday be fairer than brine r 
lU have fwill'd, with new milk from the kine, 
as the Liffee *s outdone by the Rhine; 

e feat of lady Mountcalhel, near Dublin. 

A a K>^\ 
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And Dan (hall be with us, with nofe aquiline. 
If you do not come back,, we fhalV w^p^out our cyne? 
Or may your gown never be good Lutherine. 
The beef you have got, I hear, is a c^ne : 
But, if too many come, your madam will wliine; 
And then you may kifs the low end of her fpine. 
But enough of this poetry Alexandrine ; 
I hope you will not think this^ d^pafymne^ 

A PORTRAIT 

FROM THE LIFE. 

/^OME Tk by my fide, while this piflure I driwr: 

^^ In chattering, a majjpie, in pride a jackdaw; 

A temper tlie devil himfclf could not bridle; 

Impeninent mixture of bufy and idle j 

As rude as a bear, no mule half fo crabbed ; 

She fwills like a fow, and flie breeds like a rabbit : 

A houfe-wife in bed, at table a (lattern ; 

For aU an example, for no one a pattern. 

Now tell me, friend Thomas*, Ford f, Grattant* »iiA 

merry Dan ||, 
Ha»tlns any likenefs to good madam Sheridan? 

* Dr^ Tliomas Sheridan. 

t Charlts^ Ford of W^oodpaik, Efqj 

X Rcvcreriil John ^^jatiaii. 

i Ravcitirt! ^i.ikl J.ickkrti. 
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UPON STEALING A CROWIf 

WHEN THE dean: WAS ASLE£P» 

BY I>R. SHERIDAN. 

TA E AR Dean, ikice. you in lleepy wife 

-■^ Have op*d your mouth, and clos'd your eyes ? 

Liloe ghofl:, I glide along your floor, 

And foftly (hut the parlour-door t 

For fhould I break your fwect repofe, 

Who knows what money you might lofe i 

Since o^enttraes it has been foumi, 

A dream has given ten thoufand pound ? 

Then fleep, my friend ; dear dean, deep on. 

And all you get ihall be your own j , ,. 

Provided you to this agree, 

That all you lofe belongs to me» 

THE DEAN'S ANSWER. 

O O, about twelve at night, the punk 

^ Steals from the cully when he 's drunk i 

Ner is consented with a treat. 

Without her pri\^ilege to cheat. 

Nor can I the leafl; ditference find, ' 

But that you left no^ap behind. 

But, jeft apart, reftore, you capon ye,. 

My twelve thirteens* and fix-pcnce harpeany^ 

* A fhiiling palTcth for thirteen pcn:c wiLstiW.^V 

A a 2. "X^ 
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To cat my meat, and drink my medlicot, 
And'tlifeii to gWe me torch z dttfdly c\it ^ 
"But 'tis obfcrv*d, that men in gowns 
Are mbH incUn'd to phindcr cro'Wtts. 
Could you but cbdnge a trown as eaf;^ 
As you can ileal one, how 'twould pleafe ye ! 
1 thought the lady * at St. Catharine's 
*tncw how to fet ydu better patterns j 
For this I will not dine with Agmondilham % 
And for his vi£luals let a tagman diih 'em. 



THE STORM; 
l^INERVA'S PETITION 

T) A L L A S, ^ goddefs thafte and wife, 

^ Defcending lately from the ikitfs, 

To Neptune wefat, and begg'd in forth 

He 'd give his orders for a florm \ 

A florm, to drown that rafcal Horte, 

And fhe would kindly thank him for 't : 

A wretch I whom Englifli rogues, to fpite hex, 

Had lately honour'd with a mitre. 

The god, who fSvourM her rcqucft, 
Aflur'd her he would do his befl : 
But Venus had been there before, 
Pleaded the bifliop lov'd a whore, 

* Lady Montcalbel. 

t Agmondifliam Vtfey efq; a very worthy gcnfle- 
tnan, for whom t\\e De^tk W4 ^ ^c^x cftwin. 
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Mad had (mlacg'd her empire wide ; 
He own'd no deity befid«. 
At Tea or land, if e'er you found him 
Without a.mifhrefsy hang or drown bim.^ 
Since Burnet's death, the bifhop'6 bencb^ 
Till Horte arriv'd, ne'er kept a wench ; 
If Horte muft finky flie grieves to tell 1(9. 
She '11 not have left one iingle prelate ; 
For, tQ fay truth, ihe did intend him, 
£le^ of Cyprus in wnmsndam* 
And, finjce her birth the ocean gave her,. 
She could not doubi: her uncle's favour. 
Then Proteus urg'd the fame requef^, 
But half in earnefV, half in jeft ; 
Said he — '' Great foyereign of die main,^ 
" To drown him,. all attempts are vain; 
<< Horte can aiTume more fonns than J> 
" A rake, a bully, pimp, or fpy ; 
** Can creep or run, can fly or fwim, 
*^ All motions are alike to him i 
<< Turn him adrift, and you ihall£n4 
" He knows to fail with every wind ; 
** Or, throw him. overboard, he *11 rid^ 
" As well againft,. as with the i^de. 
« But, Pallas, you 've apply 'd tpo ls|tc;. 
" For 'tis decreed,, by Jove and Fate, 
'< That Ireland muft be foon deftrpy'd^ 
*< And who butHor^e can.be emplo/d^- 
^ You need not then have been fo pert^ 
*'*In fending Bolton * to Clpnifejct* 

P J4jj^9xd% ^cl}WihQP of C9&4U , , ^ 
Aa 3 ^^WsWMi. 
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'*' I found you ^id it, by your gtinniiig; 
** Your buiinefs is, to mind your fpixaaog, 
"** But howryou came to interpofe 
** In making bifbops, no one knows : 
*< Or wbe vegarded your report ; 
^ For never were you feen u court. 
^* And if you tnuft hare your petition^ 
^< There '6 Bericeicy* in tbe fame condition: 
'< Look, there lie flands, and 'tis but jufly 
" If one mud drown, the other mud ; 
** But, if you *ll leave us biihop Judas, 
" We *11 give you Berkeley for Bermudas, 
" Now, if 'twill gratiiy your ipight, 
** To put him in a plaguy ^ight, 
*' Although 'tis hardly worth the coft, 
** You foon ihall fee him foundly toft. 
** You '11 £nd him fwear, blafpheme, and damn 
** (And every moment-take a dram) 
•* His ghaftly viiage with an air 
^* Of reprobation and defpair z 
•* Or elfe (ime hiding-liole he fcek«, 
^* For fear the reft fliould fay he fqueaks^ 
** Or, as l^tzpatrick t did before, 
** Refolve to perifli with his whore ; 
** Or elfe he raves, and. roars, and fwears, 
•** And, but for ihame, would fay his prayers. 
" Or, Would you fee his fpirits iinic, 
** Relaxing down-wards in a ftink^ 

* Dr. George Berkeley, dean of Deny, and after- 
-wairds biihop of Cloyne. 

t Brigadier Fitzpatrick was drowned ia one of the 
i»cicr- boats in the bay o^ I>\x\X\xi> m ^ nuxiSsagRi. 
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** If fuch a fight as this can pleafe ye, 
■** GockI madam Pallas, pray be eafy, 
" To Neptune fpeak, and he '11 confent ; 
** But he Ml come back the knave he went." 

The goddefs^ who conceived an hope, 
That Hortc was defUn'd to a rope, 
Believ'd it beft to condefcend 
To fpare a foe, to fave a fiiend : 
But, fearing Berkeley might be fcar'd, 
She left him Virtue for a guard. 

ODE ON SCIENCE. 

y^ H, heavfinly-bom ! in deepcft dells 
^^ if faireft fcience ever dwells 

Beneath the mofTy cave ; 
Indulge the verdure of the woods : 
With azure beauty gild the floods. 

And flowery carpets lave ; 

For melancholy ever reigns 
Delighted in the f ylvan fcenes 

With fcientitic light ; 
While Dian, huntrefs of the vales. 
Seeks lulling founds am) fanning gales. 

Though wrapt from mortal fight. 
Yet, goddefs, yet the way e«ploi« 
With magic riles and heathen low 

Obftructed and dcprefs'd : 
Till Wifdom give tlic facred Nine, T 

SJntaught, not uninfpir'd, to Ihine, 

By Rcafon's power redrefs'd. 



When Solon and Lycui^^s taught. 
To moralize the human thought 

Of mad opinion's maze. 
To ening 2eal they gave new laws. 
Thy charms, O Liberty, the caufe 

That hlends congenial rays» 

Bid bright Aftraa gild the mo't^. 
Or bid a hundred funs be bom^ 

To hecatomb the year ; 
Without thy aid, in vain the |)oles> 
In vain the zodiac fyftem rolls. 

In vain the lunar fphere. 

Gome, faireft princefs of the throng,. 
Bring fweet Philofophy along 

In metaphyiicdreams s 
While raptur'd bards no more behold 
, A vernal age of purer gold. 

In. Heliconian flreams* 

Drive Thraldom with malignant hand^. 
To curfe fame odier defUn'd land 

By Folly led aftray : 
leme bear oil azure wing; 
Energic let btr foar, and £ng 

Thy univerfal fway. 

So, when Amphion btde the lyre 
To more majeftic found afpire,. 

Behold the madding throng,. 
Iq wonder and oblivion drown'd,., 
To fculpture tum'd by magic founcli 

And petrifying Con^. 



^^^ 
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